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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

So I've been wanting to write a story involving the Motley Crue/Ozzy Osbourne tour that everyone knows for 
a while now. I've only heard some stories from it, and it seems like it was the craziest shit on Earth, hah. | 
had to write something about it! I've heard these two especially got up to some crazy shit, and I've been 
wanting to write about them for a while, and | like how it came out. It got a little more deep than | originally 
expected, hah. | wanted to have more plot than just the kinky stuff, so | tried to put some emotion and self- 
conflict in there too. Along with kink, of course. As | said before, it got a bit more deep than | was expecting, 
and it also got longer than | expected too. So | split it up into two parts. I'm working on the second part-that's 
all there is, just one more part, with all the kinky sex, which should be done in a few days. As always, | don't 
own anything except the plot/story, and thank you to everyone who has read and reviewed my other stories. 
Hope you enjoy :) 


Nikki couldn't remember playing a better show. 


His mind was a mess of alcohol and the songs they'd played that night, all running together and buzzing inside 
his head. Every song had sounded great, the energy from the crowd blending together and feeding into his own 


energy. Not only that, but he was on tour with Ozzy fucking Osbourne as well. Motley Crue and Ozzy's solo 
band had been on tour for about a year now, and from the beginning, it had already been one of the most epic 


things Nikki had ever experienced. 


He made his way down the hall, his bass slung over one shoulder as he approached his dressing room. He was 
planning to just go in there and shoot up before he made his way to the afterparty, but just as he rounded 
the hallway, he was stopped in his tracks. 


Standing there, a groupie at his side like usual, was Ozzy. 
In a fucking dress. 
Not to mention more makeup than everyone in Motley Crue combined. 


Ozzy's dress was black and pink, the straps on his shoulders thin and looking like they were about to slip right 
off. The top was hot pink, matching the bright lipstick he was wearing, while the skirt was pink and covered in 
black lace, completed by a black bow around his waist. Besides the lipstick, his cheeks were the same bright 
pink blush, dark blue eyeshadow smeared thick on his eyes and black eyeliner smudged around them. It even 
looked like his hair had been done, teased lightly and falling around his face in waves. 


Nikki almost dropped his bass. As he stared at the singer in shock, his jaw dropped, he took notice of even 
more things. The lacy, torn fishnet stockings, the knee-length black high heel boots, the black beads he was 
wearing around his neck. The groupie next to him giggled, and the bassist immediately knew that she had had 
something to do with this. 


Finally, he spoke. "What the fuck" was all he could say, and Ozzy just laughed. The groupie giggled again 
"Yilike it, Sixx?" Ozzy asked, grinning. He pointed to the groupie. "Her idea" 


She just shrugged. "/like it" she put in, reaching out to play with the hem of Ozzy's skirt. Nikki felt his heart 
skip a beat at the sight of the singer's pale thighs being revealed. He could only hope that his expression didn't 
give away the mess inside his head. The woman let go of the dress after a moment, running her hand up 
Ozzy's thigh and creeping up his skirt. He laughed like an idiot and the groupie smiled at Nikki. "It's kinda sexy, 


y'know?" 


Nikki just shook his head and turned away, storming back into his dressing room and trying to control his 
pounding heart. He quickly slipped inside, slamming the door and setting his bass down, Ozzy and the groupie stil 
laughing outside. He breathed out slowly, running his hands over his face. Why the hell had he gotten so 
worked up over Ozzy's stupid outfit? Some groupies had weird things they were into. He'd definitely had his 


fair share of women who were into weird shit. 


Never that, though. 


Rolling his eyes, he put it out of his mind for the time being, grabbing his bass and leaving his dressing room 
after a few minutes, making sure to avoid Ozzy and the groupie in the hallway. He was drunk, that was it. And 


Ozzy was dressed like a woman When those two were combined, things could get mixed up inside his head. 


It didn't mean anything. Why was he making such a big deal out of it? So Ozzy had met a groupie who was into 


men wearing women's clothes. So fucking what. 
So fucking what. 


Nikki managed to put it out of his mind for the next few days, not even giving Ozzy's dress a second thought. 
He focused instead on playing shows, shooting up, fucking groupies, the usual. Eventually, he somehow forgot 
about the whole thing, only remembering that he had been upset about something at some point during the 


week 
That was, until he saw Ozzy dressed up again. And the rest of the guys did too. 


There wasn't even a groupie with him this time. It was right after another show, when Nikki was hanging out in 
the back lounge of the tour bus, playing some drinking game with his bandmates. The four of them were 
having a great time, high off the energy from the show and the massive stash of drugs and alcohol they'd 
scraped together and gone wild with. As they laughed and cheered, downing multiple shots, that's when Ozzy 


decided to show up wearing something that looked like he stole from some groupie. 


Instead of a dress, this time he was wearing a bright yellow skirt with ruffles, the hem of it stopping just 
above his knees. His shirt was barely that, bright pink and made of mesh, and if not for the black bra he was 
wearing underneath - Jesus Christ, he was wearing a fucking bra -, he'd be pretty much shirtless. His makeup 


was pretty much the same as it was the last time, only this time with more green eyeshadow, somehow. 


As soon as he walked in, a big smirk on his face, the guys lost it, laughing and hollering in disbelief. Nikki found 
himself staring at Ozzy with his jaw dropped again, before he snapped out of it and laughed right along with 
the other guys, though it felt more like he was forcing it. 


Tommy was the first to say something. "Holy shit, man!" he shouted, still laughing his ass off. "| thought--| 
thought you were a fucking chick for a second!" 


"| swear | saw about five chicks in the crowd who looked just like that tonight!" Vince remarked, and Ozzy 
grinned. Mick just put his head in his hands, shaking his head, but Nikki could see a faint smile on his face as 


well. 
"Some bird kinda got me into it, y'know?" Ozzy put in, running his hand down his skirt, and for some reason, 
Nikki couldn't stop staring. He just couldn't believe that he was seeing Ozzy like this - even though the guy was 


fucking crazy, the bassist would have never expected something like ths. 


Why was he so surprised? Like he said, Ozzy was fucking crazy. Compared to the other shit Nikki had seen the 


singer do, this was tame. 


So how come he couldn't stop thinking about Ozzy's skirt and fishnet stockings even when he'd gotten so drunk 


he almost couldn't remember his own name? 
Ozzy didn't stop dressing up. 


Every few days, he'd have some new outfit, usually either a dress or a mesh shirt with a skirt, everything in 
bright, obnoxious colors. His hair and makeup would always be done too, and Nikki had to wonder if the singer 


was doing it himself or getting some poor roadie to do it for him. 


The guys loved it. They'd laugh their asses off when Ozzy Osbourne would show up in a blue dress or a bright 
pink skirt, his makeup getting better every time. Sometimes Nikki swore he looked just like a woman, and if he 


saw him from afar, he wouldn't think twice that that was a chick. 
Maybe that was the reason things were starting to get mixed up inside his head. 


Nikki was starting to like Ozzy's outfits a little too much. He'd find himself looking forward to whatever the 
next one could be whenever he saw the singer in a new one. He'd realize he was staring at Ozzy's legs in his 
skirt and fishnets - he really liked the fishnet stockings. Initially, he thought he liked it because he liked it on 
groupies, or because it was funny seeing Ozzy like that, but there was something more to it. Definitely 
something more. Something that scared the hell out of the bassist. 


It wasn't that Nikki had a problem with Ozzy wearing women's clothes. The guy was crazy, he'd learned that 
very early into the tour, and there were very few things he wouldn't do. Nikki didn't care if Ozzy had a thing 


for crossdressing. 
The bassist's problem was himself. 
Specifically, how much he liked Ozzy's outfits. Joo much 


It didn't really hit him until he was drunk and high out of his mind one night, after a great show. He could 
barely even stand up straight, but he was still lucid enough to almost choke on his beer when he saw Ozzy 
walk in wearing a tight red dress covered in sequins. As the rest of the guys laughed, Nikki just stared in a 
drug-addled haze, his mind blanking out. His eyes moved slowly down Ozzy's dress - it barely even covered his 


thighs, Jesus fucking Christ. And the goddamn fishnet stockings again-- 


He had to do something. He had to put a stop to this. He was tired of these thoughts that wouldn't leave him 
alone, that frankly freaked the hell out of him. "Heyyy, 02." he began, standing up and stumbling towards the 
singer. He looked him up and down and had to hold back a shudder. That wasn't what he was here to do. "Look, 
man..you gotta stop with this." He gestured to Ozzy's outfit. "It's freakin’ people out” 


As the singer stared at Nikki with narrowed eyes, the bassist realized all of his bandmates were staring at 


him too. Had he really just told fucking Ozzy of all people to stop doing something because it freaked people 
(Nikki) out? That was the whole point of pretty much everything Ozzy did. 


"Why's it fuckin' matter t'you?" Ozzy asked, and Nikki suddenly felt like the room was shrinking. Still, he 


continued. 


‘lm not sayin it matters to mel" he shouted, taking a long drink before setting his bottle down The room spun 


in circles and he swayed where he stood. "l'm jus' sayin' people don like it!" 
"Why the fuck does that matter?" Ozzy asked again. Nikki spread his arms out, shrugging. 


"Hey, come on, man, its funny!" Tommy put in from where he was sitting. Nikki whirled around to face him, 


almost falling over as he pointed dramatically at the drummer. 


"Well | don't fuckin like it!" he yelled, and Tommy just gave him a dirty look, like the bassist was ruining the 
whole party or something. At this point, there was a small part of his brain telling him to shut the hell up, 
but he was too drugged out to listen. 


"| don't give a fuckin’ shit!" Ozzy shouted back, crossing his arms over his chest. That small part of Nikki's 
brain realized he'd never really seen Ozzy mad before. "It's my fuckin’ tour!" 


"Whaddaya gonna fuckin’ kick me off th'goddamn tour now?" Nikki muttered, his words running together into a 
slurred mess. Ozzy was about to say something else, but before he could, Vince stood up quickly and moved to 


stand between them, grabbing Nikki's arm. 


"Guys, c'mon, it was a great show!" he pointed out. He looked at Ozzy for a moment, then stared at Nikki 
longer. "Don't fuck it up. C'mon, Sixx, just go back to the hotel room if Oz's dress pisses you off so much." 


"l's not tat it pisses m'off!" Nikki slurred, hardly even intelligible anymore. Vince just shook his head and began 
to lead the bassist to his hotel room, ignoring the mumbled rant still spilling from his mouth. "l's jus' | don’ 
likit, whass' wrong wit'that! An’ people tell m'they don’ likit, i's freakin’ ‘em out, | don’ likit!" 


Vince just stayed quiet as Nikki continued to shout at nothing, pushing him into his hotel room once they 
arrived. The bassist immediately crumpled to the floor in a drunken, still-ranting heap, and Vince sighed. "Look, 
Sixx, just take it easy, man" he said, and Nikki only grunted in response. Shaking his head again, Vince just 
stepped out and shut the door, leaving Nikki lying on the floor. 


The bassist smiled like an idiot to no one, sprawling out on the floor. "Hey, Oz, y'know what." he said to the 
empty hotel room, staring up at the ceiling. He laughed to himself. "| really--y'know, 0z, | really--I really fuckin’ 
like tha'--tha’ dress..wait, no.." He ran a hand over his face as he tried to think of another way to word what 
he was attempting to say. "I really--I like tha’ dress, and--and--but, th--th'one with th' bra is--wait..th' shirt 
with th' bra is good, but | think th' red dress wasss'm' favorite, and |--d really like--" He giggled like a 
teenage girl, rolling onto his side. "I want you..tooooo, uhhh..ch! Wow!" He slapped his hands on his face and 


laughed. "This is hard!" He giggled again. "| just--| just like--that--that dress, man! | want you to FUCK ME IN 
IT" 


That's when he really lost his mind, halfway between laughing and crying as he rolled around hysterically on 
the floor. He clawed at his arms first before he started scratching at the floor, trying to stand up and only 
falling back down on his face. God, what the fuck was wrong with hm? That was it, that was his problem. He 
didn't really want Ozzy to stop dressing up. He'd only said that because he didn't want to admit that he wanted 


the singer to fuck him while wearing that dress. 
Why the fuck did he want that? What the fuck was wrong with hm? Why was he so fucked up in the head? 
Maybe Ozzy should just kick him off the tour. 


Nikki remembered his afterparty rant and subsequent hotel room breakdown the next morning. He wasn't 
entirely sure what he'd said, and why he'd suddenly gone off, but all he could hope was that Ozzy hadn't 
somehow heard him through the walls. Jesus Christ. Somehow, he didn't think the "| was really fucking drunk" 


excuse would work for that. 


Ozzy didn't talk to him much the next day, but eventually, he seemed to forget about Nikki's drugged out rant, 
and the two were soon speaking again like everything was fine. They didn't talk about Ozzy's tendency to 
crossdress, even when he'd show up in another outfit. Nikki would just ignore it, and Ozzy wouldn't mention 
anything about it to the bassist. By the way the singer looked at him, Nikki could tell that his ranting hadn't 


been heard through the hotel room walls. His fucked up fantasy was safe for now. 
And it was still there. Because, of course, Ozzy still didn't stop crossdressing. 


The next afterparty where he dressed up was about a week after the one where Nikki had gone on his rant. 
Him and the guys were sitting around on a couch, the bassist for once not as drunk and high as usual. He 
didn't want to go on another rant - even though he'd never admit to it, every time he saw Ozzy and 


remembered all the shit he'd said, he'd feel like someone kicked him in the chest. 


Before he could drown in his messed up thoughts again, Ozzy decided to take that moment to walk in, and Nikki 
felt like someone had punched him right in the stomach as his jaw dropped without him realizing it. Ozzy was 
wearing a bright yellow mesh shirt that ended just above his stomach, over a lacy black bra. His ruffled skirt 
was hot pink, matching the legwarmers he was wearing over his black fishnet stockings. His hair was teased up, 
his eyes lined with blue eyeshadow and black eyeliner, and his lips were bright red. Nikki was suddenly hit with 
the thought of Ozzy kissing him roughly and smearing that red lipstick all over the bassist's mouth, and then 
Nikki would get down and lift up the singer's skirt and wrap his lips around-- 


Jesus fucking Christ. He was in too goddamn deep. If he didn't already know something was wrong with him, that 
last thought would have given it away. 


Ozzy made his way over to where the guys were sitting, and Nikki swallowed roughly as he watched the way 


the singer's legs moved in his fishnets. The guys just laughed, and Nikki forced a grin onto his face, trying to 
pretend he found the whole thing just as hilarious as his bandmates did. 


"02!" Vince called, raising his beer bottle. "Lookin! good, man!" He laughed as Ozzy struck a pose, and Nikki just 


looked away and took a swig of his own beer, almost choking on it. 


"You know, you look just like this chick | fucked on tour once!" Tommy put in with a stupid laugh, and Nikki 
rolled his eyes. Ozzy just laughed, and Tommy continued, grinning like an idiot. "Even Sixx would fuck you in that! 
He told me himself!" 


Nikki felt like something had slammed into his chest and knocked all the breath from his lungs. Ozzy just 
laughed, completely oblivious to the bassist feeling like he was sinking into the floor. Tommy knew. He must 
have been the one who'd heard Nikki ranting through the walls. Tommy fucking knew. 


"Really?" the singer asked, and Tommy grinned. Nikki wanted to punch the drummer in the face before he 
continued, but his entire body was paralyzed, his breath caught in his throat. 


"Yeah!" Tommy explained, waving his hands dramatically as he laid out Nikki's deepest, darkest secret so easily, 

without even knowing what he was doing. "He said--he said he thinks it's hot!" The drummer was laughing again, 
and Ozzy was looking at the bassist now, still smiling, but there was something else in his eyes. "And--listen to 
this--" He leaned forward like he was telling the most compelling story of the year. "--his favorite outfits are 
the dresses, but he likes the skirts too, y'know--it doesn't matter to him, he--he likes it alll He wants to fuck 
you, but only if you're dressed like that!" 


As Tommy laughed, Ozzy staring at Nikki with a multitude of different emotions on his face, the bassist finally 
snapped out of his shocked daze and quickly stood up. Ignoring his bandmates staring at him too, he grabbed 
the front of Tommy's shirt and yanked him up, pulling him across the room. The drummer made a sound of 


surprise as Nikki shoved him against the wall, his fists tightening their hold on his shirt. 


"What the fuck, man?!" was all Nikki could think to say. He didn't know what else he could say, didn't know how 
to put any of his thoughts into words. "Couldn't fucking believe what Tommy had said’ wasn't strong enough for 


what he was feeling. 


Tommy just put his hands up defensively. "What?!" he shouted, and Nikki narrowed his eyes and heaved an 
exasperated sigh. The fucker was too drunk to even realize what he'd done. Still, Nikki had to say something 


"You can't just fucking say shit like that!" he yelled. Tommy just stared at him cluelessly. 


"Whaddaya mean?" he asked, and Nikki just shook his head in defeat. Tommy kept talking. "You told me yourself!" 
No, he fucking didn't, and this was exactly why. He was really glad he'd never told anyone - who the hell would he 
even tell? -, but he'd still said the words out loud. Why the fuck had he done that? Even if Tommy hadn't 
overheard him, he should have just kept it to himself. He'd had a feeling his rant would come back to haunt 


him. 


He knew whatever else he'd say to Tommy would be useless. With another sigh, he let go of Tommy's shirt 
and shoved him away, whirling around and stalking to the door. Just before he stormed out, his face burning 
with rage and mortification, he saw Ozzy reach for him from where he was standing. "Sixx--" the singer 


began, but before he could say anything else, the bassist was already gone, slamming the door behind him. 


Once he was out in the hall, farther away from the room he'd come from, he finally breathed out and fisted 
his hands tightly in his hair. He bit his lip so hard he tasted blood, and he dragged his hands down his face as 
his heart raced in his chest. How had it happened so fast? He felt like he'd hardly been at the party twenty 


minutes before everything had gone wrong. 


It was over. Tommy knew his secret, and now Ozzy knew his secret. And Ozzy probably thought he was a 
fucking freak now, just like he was. Sure, this was Ozzy he was talking about, the same Ozzy who had done 
more crazy shit than everyone in Motley Crue combined, but somehow, Nikki didn't think he'd exactly take well 


to the knowledge that the bassist wanted the singer to fuck him while dressed as a woman. 


God, what the fuck was wrong with him? How many times had he even asked himself that at this point? Why 
had he ever said it out loud? Why had he ever even had the fantasy to begin with? He really was a fucking 
freak. 


It wasn't just the fact that Ozzy knew he was fucked up now. It was the fact that he'd been looking up to Ozzy 
for years now, had been so excited to be able to tour with one of his influences, had had the epic opportunity 
to meet and even consider him a friend.and now it was over. All because of his fucked up fantasy. 


He stormed into his hotel room, immediately knocking the first thing he could reach off a table, which ended up 
being a lamp. Rage rose up from the pit of his stomach as he swept a stack of papers off the table along with 
the lamp, before he finally let out an exasperated yell and flipped the whole table over. His fists clenched at his 
sides, he stood there breathing heavily, before he moved across the room and punched the bed. He rained his 
fists down on the blankets a few times before he let his hands rest on the bed and lowered his head, his face 


burning as he breathed out slowly. 


He slowly sank down to the floor and put his head in his hands, but before he got the chance to consume 
himself in his thoughts again, there was a knock at the door. His eyes widened as his head snapped up, his 
heart pounding. 


"Sixx?" Nikki knew it was Ozzy even before the singer called for him. He stayed quiet, wondering if he could just 
pretend to be invisible and Ozzy would eventually leave. "Sixx? Yin there?" 


Goddammit. Sighing, Nikki stood up and made his way to the door. He shouldn't avoid Ozzy. The singer would find 
him eventually, and trying to hide from him was just immature. He needed to face this now. How, he had no 


idea. Maybe he'd be able to make up some bullshit excuse. 


He slowly cracked the door open, revealing Ozzy standing there in that goddamn outfit. He had wrapped a fur 


coat around his shoulders at least, so he wasn't as exposed as he had been, but his skirt and fishnets were 
still obvious. He was looking up at Nikki with such an intense look, and the bassist thought back to his earlier 
fantasy of getting down on his knees and-- 


‘lm sorry." he blurted out before Ozzy could say anything else, and the singer raised an eyebrow. Nikki kept 
talking. "| don't--| don't know what Tommy was talking about, he was fuckin’ drunk, man, he was really fucking 


drunk--" God, he was a terrible liar. Ozzy was still looking at him, and Nikki sighed heavily. "| don't.l don't know... 


"C'mere, mate." Ozzy began, taking Nikki's arm and leading him back into the hotel room. Nikki just followed him 
dumbfounded, not knowing what he was planning. What was Ozzy going to tell him that he needed to be inside 


the hotel room for? 


‘| didn't--I don't--" Nikki was still trying to sputter out some sort of excuse, but Ozzy simply made him sit on 
the edge of the bed by lightly pushing his shoulder. The bassist suddenly felt insecure under Ozzy's gaze, and 


he crossed his arms over his chest as the singer moved to sit beside him, a strange look in his eyes. 


"(wanna fuck me, Sixx?" Ozzy asked, and Nikki choked on air, his face going white as a sheet. God, he didn't 
mind the fact that Ozzy could be blunt about.pretty much everything, but did he really have to put it out 
there like that? "Huh? ‘Sit true?" 


"l" Nikki couldn't even speak. Ozzy continued. 


"Y'wanna fuck me, Sixx?" The singer's voice had changed, dropped an octave, and Nikki could swear he felt the 
sound crawling inside him. He shuddered as Ozzy kept talking, kept giving him that smirk. "Lookin' like some bird, 
eh? Y'think | make that good of a bird? Y'wanna fuck me like this? Y'wanna fuck me lookin’ like a whore, eh, 


Sixx?" 


The whole time Ozzy was talking, the filthiest things spilling from his mouth and going straight to Nikki's cock, 
he'd been moving closer to the bassist, his hand slowly creeping over to rest on Nikki's thigh. Nikki's mind had 
gone completely blank the second the singer had started speaking, and he sat there with his eyes wide, his 


expression dazed as Ozzy continued to smirk at him. 


Then, he laughed. Because that was really all he could do. The whole thing was just so ridiculous that he 
couldn't help it, and Ozzy somehow seemed to understand, as he laughed right along with the bassist. 


"No," he said, still chuckling to himself. Somehow, his chest felt lighter, like Ozzy's dirty talk had somehow made 
him feel better about his weird fantasy. That's what gave him the confidence to throw Ozzy a half-lidded gaze 
with a smirk, and finally admit what had been in his head for so long. "The opposite, actually." 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 

Nothin but smut. And the ending, of course. Yep, this is the second and last part to this crazy story-thank 
you to everyone who read and reviewed the last chapter, I'm glad you enjoyed! | liked writing these two and 
their voices, | like how it came out. It was interesting to write these two. As always, | don't own any of the 


people/music/bands mentioned, only the plot/story. Thank you for reading, everyone. Hope you enjoy :) 


It was like a switch had been flipped as Nikki suddenly found himself pinned against the mattress, Ozzy's arm 
against his neck and the singer's other hand wrapped tightly around his wrist. The bassist stared up at him, 
his eyes wide and his mind blank again as Ozzy stared down at him. Nikki had never seen his eyes look so 
intense. When he spoke again, Nikki felt the air leave his lungs. 


"Y'want me t fuck you, Sixx?" the singer murmured, that familiar smirk crawling across his face again. "Lookin' 


like this? This does somethin’ for y?" 


Nikki felt like he couldn't breathe. He couldn't believe it. Not only did Ozzy not care about his fantasy, but he 
was into it foo. As he stared up at the singer, he breathed in slowly, suddenly feeling like he could spill 
everything he'd been thinking for the past few months right at that moment. 


"Yeah." he choked out, and he felt his cock throb in his pants at the way Ozzy's eyes darkened. He looked up at 
him, stared directly into his eyes. "Yeah, | do. I've been wanting it for a long time. Ever since | first saw you" 
His eyes roamed over Ozzy's outfit, and he reached out the hand the singer wasn't holding down and ran it 


over the mesh shirt. His breath hitched. "--like this. I've had this--this fantasy, | guess... 


"Y:thought about me, eh?" Ozzy asked, and Nikki suddenly felt like he didn't have to hold back anymore, that he 


could say what he was really thinking instead of avoiding the words he wanted to use. 


"| did" he said, his voice having dropped into a low, husky tone. "I did a lot. | thought about all those things you 
wore, and how much | liked them. How much | wanted you to just--" His eyes roamed over Ozzy's body again 
and he bit his lip. "--put me in my place, y'know, just--just do whatever you want, and I'd fucking love it all." 
Words were spilling from his mouth, filthy things that he'd never thought he would say, but somehow, he was 
harder now than he'd ever been "| thought about you gettin’ that lipstick all over me and then makin' me get 


down and suck your cock." 


He didn't get a chance to say anything else before Ozzy grabbed his hair and smashed their lips together, and 
Nikki couldn't hold back a loud moan as his hands were free to grab Ozzy's outfit. The mesh shirt felt even 
more incredible under his hands now that he could feel all of it, and as he wandered down to grab the singer's 


ass through the skirt, he felt like he couldn't breathe. 


When Ozzy pulled away, his hands on Nikki's shoulders pinning the bassist to the bed, Nikki panted, his chest 
heaving as his eyes slipped halfway open. Ozzy was giving him a look of intrigue, a slight smirk on his now red- 
smeared lips. "Y'really like it, eh?" he asked, and Nikki nodded, swallowing roughly. 


"| don't know why." he admitted with a short laugh. "It's just. thought | only liked it ‘cause it was funny, or 
‘cause | liked it on groupies." He was rambling, he knew, but he felt like he needed to admit to this before him 
and Ozzy.what were they even going to do? How far was the singer going to take this? "But | knew | liked it on 


you." 


Ozzy chuckled. "I'm flattered, Sixx." he remarked, and Nikki smirked before his face fell as he remembered his 
rant that one night. 


"And this whole time | just thought somethin’ was wrong with me, that's why | said all that shit that one 
night." he continued. "| didn't really mean it, | just didn't know what the fuck--" He gasped sharply as the singer 
suddenly pushed a knee between his legs. "--fuck, Ozzy--!" 


"Stop fuckin’ thinkin’ about it so much." Ozzy told him, grabbing his face again. Before Nikki could react at all, 
the singer had crashed their lips together again, his hands wandering down the bassist's body. Nikki's hands 

flew to wherever they could reach, grabbing Ozzy's fur coat this time. Ozzy suddenly pulled back, and before 
Nikki could say anything, the singer yanked the fur coat off and tossed it to the side, revealing his lacy black 


bra and mesh crop top. 


Jesus Christ. Ozzy laughed and Nikki realized he'd said that out loud. The singer reached out and wiped some of 
the smeared lipstick off Nikki's mouth with his thumb. "Y'look good like that, Sixx" he remarked. He smirked 
down at the bassist. "Whaddaya want, mate?" 


Nikki remembered the fantasy he'd told Ozzy earlier. "Stand against the wall" he said, his voice raspy. The 
singer didn't even question him, getting off the bed and leaning back against the wall by the bed, giving the 
bassist a half-lidded gaze with a smirk. Nikki slowly stood up and crept toward him, his hard cock rubbing 
against his leather pants as he walked. He looked Ozzy up and down, his eyes stopping at the obvious bulge 
showing through the green skirt. Something about that turned him on even more. 


Nikki had never been the type to get on his knees. He'd never done anything like this - been with a man or 
wanted to be fucked by someone. Every time he was with groupies, all women, he'd always been the one who 
took charge. But there was just something about Ozzy, the way he was standing against the wall and staring at 
him, that made the bassist drop to his knees, lift up that skirt, and take the singer into his mouth. 


"Fucking hell," Ozzy gasped, his head falling back against the wall. Watching him, Nikki felt another bolt of 
arousal hit him as he took in the singer's expression and listened to his quiet moans and gasps. "Bloody fucking 


Christ, Sixx. Fuck!" 


He'd always liked Ozzy's voice, but hearing the singer moaning and gasping because of him only made him throb 
harder in his leather pants. As he flicked and swirled his tongue, his hand began to wander down to rub his 


own cock through his pants, his entire body burning. However, just as his fingers started to slip down the 
waistband of his pants, Ozzy's hand fisted in his hair and roughly yanked his head back. 


"Don't touch yourself” the singer growled, and Nikki immediately yanked his hand out of his pants, breathing 
wildly. Holy shit. He'd never heard Ozzy's voice sound like that. And he liked it. He liked it a lot. He liked the idea 
of obeying Ozzy. 


He focused back on his original task, licking and sucking at the hard cock in front of his face, pulling another 


breathy "Fuck," from Ozzy. 


The bassist pulled back, his mouth making an obscene popping sound. "That good?" Nikki asked, running his 
fingers down the singer's fishnet stockings, tracing patterns on his thighs. 


"You're pretty fuckin’ bad at this, honestly." Ozzy remarked with a chuckle, and Nikki looked up at him with a 


mixture of annoyance and amusement. 
‘I've never done this before!" he put in Ozzy just smirked. 


‘Lemme show y' how it's done.” the singer told him, his voice dropping into that low, husky tone again, and Nikki 
felt like he couldn't breathe. 


Before he could stand up, Ozzy grabbed the front of his shirt and yanked him off the floor, shoving him back 
on the bed. For some reason, that only aroused the bassist further. He was beginning to realize that he really 
liked when Ozzy would take charge, dominate him. He didn't get a chance to dwell on that thought further, the 


singer had yanked his pants down and pretty much swallowed his cock. 


Nikki had to slap a hand over his mouth to keep from shouting. How Ozzy was so good with his mouth was 
something Nikki didn't know, but it really didn't surprise him much. All he could focus on was that warm, wet 
heat moving down his cock, that searing tongue tracing the vein on the underside. He breathed heavily, dragging 
his hand down his face as he screwed his eyes shut. The singer's teeth sank into his thigh and he actually let 


out a screech before he bit down on the palm of his hand. 


Ozzy looked up at him before he pulled back. "Lemme hear you," he murmured, his voice breathy, and Nikki bit 
his lip as the singer took him into his mouth again 


"Fuck!" Nikki shouted, both from Ozzy's hand wrapping around his cock, and from the singer taking a hard bite 
of his thigh again. The hand on his dick suddenly moved to his shirt, and Nikki didn't get a chance to react 
before his shirt was swiftly ripped in two. He stared down at Ozzy with a mixure of surprise and amusement 
before the hand was back on his cock, Ozzy now biting his hips instead. His head fell back against the bed as he 
moaned loudly. "Oh my fucking god, Oz..' 


It only took a couple minutes for him to know he was about to cum, and he tried to gasp out some sort of 
warning, but Ozzy seemed to know as well. Just as he was about to explode, the singer grabbed the base of 


his cock and pulled his mouth back, effectively stopping his orgasm. He groaned in frustration, his hands fisting 
in the sheets. He'd been so close, but something about Ozzy controlling him like that turned him on even 


further. 


He didn't get a chance to think before Ozzy let go of him and flipped him over, and he let out a shaky moan as 
his cock grinded against the sheets. Nikki panted, his breathing coming in short, hard gasps as he heard the 
sound of something ripping behind him, before Ozzy grabbed his arms and pulled them together. A moment 
later, the singer quickly tied his hands together, before flipping him over again. He panted, his hips thrusting 
into empty air before Ozzy pinned them down. 


"IIl be back" Ozzy told him, running his hands slowly down Nikki's burning thighs and purposefuly avoiding his 
cock, and the bassist almost sobbed in frustration. 


"02." he gasped, pulling at the shirt tied around his hands, and the singer only smirked at him again, before his 


expression darkened. 


"Don't touch yourself” he said again, his eyes almost burning Nikki's skin off his body, before swiftly slipping 
out the door. 


Even if Nikki could, he probably wouldn't, just because he wanted to obey Ozzy. No matter how hard his cock 


was throbbing at this point, continuously leaking precum, he wouldn't touch it. He'd wait for Ozzy to come back. 


In only a few moments, that was proving to be easier said than done. His breathing came in heavy gasps as he 
writhed where he was lying, willing himself not to flip over and grind against the bedsheets. He yanked at the 
shirt holding his hands together, hearing it rip more, but it still didn't release him. He couldn't remember ever 


being this hard in his life. 


It was maybe ten minutes before Nikki finally heard the door creak open, and his breathing immediately sped 
up as he heard the click of high heels on the tiled floor at the door. As soon as Ozzy stepped into view again, 
Nikki's jaw dropped, his cock throbbing even harder. 


The singer was wearing the same dress he had been on the night Nikki had first seen him dressed up. Hot pink 
with black lace, thin straps on his shoulders, his makeup re-done as it had been earlier. He began to creep 
towards the bed, and Nikki watched him, panting heavily as he squirmed against the shirt binding his hands 
together. Ozzy crawled onto the bed, sliding his hands up Nikki's thighs, and the bassist gasped at the feeling of 
the dress brushing against his leg. 


"This what y'want, Sixx?" the singer asked with a smirk, and Nikki made a sound that was something between a 


moan, a sob, and a gasp. 
"Ozzy," he panted. The dress just barely brushed the edge of his cock and he almost screamed. "Fuck!" 


This was it, this was the reason he'd wanted Ozzy to fuck him. This was the fucking dress that had done it. 


Maybe he hadn't realized it at the time, but this dress was the reason for all the fantasies he'd been having. 
He could say that it was his favorite of the singer's outfits. 


"Turn over." Ozzy told him, and Nikki did, groaning at the feeling of his cock grinding against the sheets. He felt 
Ozzy climb on top of him, felt the dress on his ass. The torn mesh shirt holding his hands together was 
suddenly yanked off, and he immediately reached back to feel Ozzy's dress with his fingers. It was even softer 


and silkier than he'd ever imagined. 


Seemingly knowing what Nikki was thinking, Ozzy shifted so he was lying completely on the bassist, pinning him 
to the bed. His hands shot out to pin Nikki's wrists down, and Nikki panted and writhed as he tried to grind 
against the bed. Jesus, he could not get enough of the fucking dress. 


"Ozzy," Nikki sobbed, fully aware how needy he sounded, but he was too far gone to care at this point. 


"What d'you want, Sixx?" the singer asked, a smirk in his voice. He grinded against the bassist from behind, the 
feeling of his hard cock through the silky material of the dress almost sending Nikki over the edge. 


"Please, just--|--fuck--pl--" He knew he was begging like a whore at this point, but he didn't care. He'd never 
been this desperate in his life. 


"Say it" the singer growled, his hand wrapping around the bassist's neck, and Nikki bit his lip, his hands fisting 
in the sheets. 


"Hold me down and fuck me hard, Oz!" 


They went hard and fast, Ozzy's hands tight around Nikki's wrists, pinning the bassist to the bed. The singer 
kept the dress on the whole time, and each time his hips slammed against Nikki's ass, the silky material would 
brush against his leg. He didn't only like the dress, either. The sound of Ozzy's breathy moans and shouted 


Fuckl's were only serving to send him nearly over the edge with every thrust. 


At some point, Nikki faintly heard the sound of something ripping behind him, and he didn't get a chance to 
wonder what it could be before Ozzy's hand holding a piece of his dress wrapped around his cock. 


Nikki came so hard he saw stars, and Ozzy followed soon after, spilling inside the bassist with a loud groan 


Somehow, Nikki ended up with his head on Ozzy's chest, the singer's fingers idly running through his hair. They 
were quiet, the bassist's mind still somehow going a million miles an hour. He couldn't stop thinking about 
everything. He'd let himself be fucked by someone, a man no less, and Ozzy as well, and on top of that, Ozzy in 
a dress. Now that it was over, and he was remembering some of the things he'd said, how desperate he'd 


been, a sense of embarrassment was beginning to settle in the pit of his stomach. 


Nikki looked up Ozzy from where he was lying, studying the singer's face. He hadn't really had a chance to look 
at him until now - his big, round blue-green eyes, still smudged with makeup, his full lips smeared with red 


lipstick, the slight smile on his face as he stared back at Nikki. The bassist wondered what he could possibly be 
thinking. 


Somehow, Ozzy seemed to read his mind. "S'alright." he murmured, his fingers tracing over Nikki's tattoos. 


"| don't know.." Nikki muttered, not even sure what he was referring to. His mind was a mess of everything, 


but Ozzy seemed to understand, somehow. 


"S'alright, Nikki." he said, and something about his voice, how quiet he was in the near silence of the room, sent 
a wave of something over Nikki. The bassist put his head back on the singer's chest, his mind still racing, but 


not as bad as it had been 


"Thank you." he stated after several seconds, because he couldn't think of anything else he could say. For some 
reason, he just felt like he needed to say it. Ozzy just chuckled. 


"Don't have t thank me, mate." 


When the bassist awoke the next morning, Ozzy was still there, sleeping next to him. Before Nikki got a chance 
to wonder why he was still there - he could've sworn the singer would have left sometime during the night, 
just like every one night stand -, he realized that at some point during the night, Ozzy had taken his smudged 
makeup off, and taken his dress off. Said dress was lying in the pile of clothes by the side of the bed, and 


Ozzy was just shirtless instead. 


Nikki stared at him for a long moment, staring at his now makeup-less face. He was beginning to notice how 
long the singer's eyelashes were, how his wispy bangs fell across his forehead and just barely above his eyes, 
how his lips turned up slightly at the corners-- 


lime to get out of here. 


He managed to tear his gaze away from Ozzy's face and step out of bed, grabbing his clothes from the pile 
beside the bed before he made his way to the bathroom. He flicked the lights on, doing a double take as soon 
as he saw his naked body in the mirror. His neck, chest, stomach, inner thighs.pretty much everywhere, were 
covered in lipstick-smeared hickies and bite marks. Stepping closer to the mirror, he ran his finger over one of 
the marks on his chest, wincing at the tenderness of it. Staring at himself, he couldn't hold back a snicker as 
he observed the bite marks all over his body, especially on his chest and thighs. Jesus Christ, Ozzy really had 
a thing with biting. 


As he looked at himself in the mirror, he watched his face fall, watched the turmoil begin to storm in his 
eyes. Where was he supposed to go from here? Was this supposed to be just a one night stand, or would it 


turn into a tour fling or something? Why hadn't he thought of that before? 


Because he'd never expected his fantasy to come true. 


Well, it happened now, so you better think of what the fuck youre gonna do. he told himself, staring into his 
reflection. You could either go back out there and get back in bed and wait to talk to him, or you could go back ło 
the tour bus and avoid him. Well, avoiding him wouldnt work, but maybe you could just.pretend it didn’t happen. 
Avoid the subject if he brings it up. He won't bring it up if you dont.. 


That was it. He'd just do what he knew he should - treat it like just another one night stand, go back to the 


tour bus and pretend it'd never happened. 


He quickly got dressed, making sure to grab another shirt on the way out, and made his way back to the tour 
bus without looking back at the hotel room. As soon as he stepped onto the bus, he tried to get to the back 
lounge without looking at his bandmates sitting around on the couches, but they saw him anyway. Tommy 
laughed like an idiot as soon as he saw Nikki, pointing at the bite marks on his neck 


"Holy shit, man!" the drummer wheezed, still laughing. He stood up and slapped the bassist on the back. "Looks 
like you got lucky last night! Did she try to eat you or something?! Holy shit!" 


Nikki ignored him, rolling his eyes as he stormed into the bathroom. He picked up the makeup bag by the sink 
and set to work covering up the bruises and bite marks, remembering the delicious pain when Ozzy had 
inflicted them. He stared at himself in the mirror, the memory of the singer's face when the bassist had 
sucked his cock replaying in his mind. Quickly pushing it away, he breathed out slowly through his nose, his 
hand applying the makeup more intensely now. /t was just one night, it didn’t mean anything, it was just a one time 
thing, it was just an experiment, it was only one night, it was just some fun on four, it was just a ONE TIME thing, 


it was-- 
What the fuck are you doing? 


Goddammit. He'd been denying it, but he didn't want to just forget about this. He didn't want to pretend it'd 
never happened. He didn't know what the hell he did want, but he knew that last night had meant something to 
him - Fucking hel, dd he really just use those words? -, had made him realize things about himself he'd never 


known, had proven that there was someone else who'd kind of figured him out. 


He made it back to the hotel room in only a few minutes, his mind racing. Slowly cracking the door open, he 
sighed and slipped inside, running his hands over his face. He didn't even know what he was going to say. He just 
knew he had to say something - the conversation they'd had last night couldn't be the last time they ever 
spoke of it. 


Of course, it could, but Nikki didn't want that. He didn't know why, and it freaked him the hell out, even more 
than his initial fantasy, but he'd figured out that avoiding things didn't make them go away. 


Stepping farther into the room, he searched his mind for the speech he'd come up with in the time itd taken 
him to get back, ready to say that he wanted to know where to go from here, that he'd actually felt like 


someone had figured him out.. 


But Ozzy had already left. 


Chapter Three 
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Nikki didn't see Ozzy all day. 


Granted, he wasn't really looking, since he had no idea what he was going to say if he found him. "Hey, now 
that we fucked, how does this affect the rest of the tour?" didn't really sound like something he wanted to ask 


out loud. 


But he had been asking himself that all day. Where was he supposed to go from here? Had he fucked up the 
entire tour? Was Ozzy going to avoid him now, think he was a freak? Was the singer just going to pretend it 
had never happened? Part of Nikki preferred the last option over everything else, but there was that other 
part that didn't want that. He didn't exactly want to, but he knew they needed to talk about what they were 


supposed to do now. 


The bassist managed to pull a few strings and made sure he'd be sharing his hotel room that night with Ozzy. 
Then they wouldn't be able to avoid each other at all. 


But still, somehow, they did. Neither of them ended up in the room at the same time all day, and as soon as 
Motley Crue finished their show, Ozzy's band was on stage next. Nikki waited for him for a while after his own 
show, watching music videos on TV and occasionally glancing toward the door, all while his thoughts were racing 


inside his head. 


Eventually, he had a feeling that he wouldn't be seeing Ozzy that night, that the singer was probably out 
getting drunk and high out of his mind somewhere. So instead of waiting for Ozzy to come lurching through 
the door completely wasted, instead of continuing to come up with what he wanted to say inside his head, he 


just laid down and went to sleep, his mind racing. 


He wasn't sure what time it was when he woke up, and at first, he didn't even realize what had woken him up. 
The room was still dark, and when he looked over at the clock, he saw it was close to two AM. There was a 
faint light coming in from the window, and that's when he heard it. Quiet, hushed laughter from Ozzy and a 
woman. Oh, of course. Of course Ozzy had to bring a groupie back to the hotel room he was sharing with Nikki 


The groupie giggled and Ozzy shushed her before laughing himself, and Nikki rolled his eyes as he heard the 
two of them jump onto the bed and roll around on the mattress. 


The groupie squealed "Oooh, Ozzy!" she yelped, giggling again A quiet slap was heard, probably Ozzy putting his 
hand over her mouth, since her laughter was muffled. 


"Shhh!" he whispered, snickering under his breath. More shifting came from the bed, along with more laughter. 
"Oh shit!" 


A second later, Nikki heard the unmistakable sound of the two sloppily making out, and he bit his lip. They didn't 


know he was awake. They didn't know he could hear them. 


Part of him felt bad about listening, like he should let them know he could hear them, but the other part was 
telling him that they knew the risk of fooling around when he was in the same room. They didn't have to come 
back to the hotel room to fuck. They knew there was a possibility of Nikki hearing them. 


He suddenly heard Ozzy gasp quietly and his breath hitched in his chest. "Fuck," Ozzy breathed, his voice 
halfway between a sigh and a moan. He gasped shakily again. "Oh fuck--" 


"You like that?" the groupie asked. 


"Yeahhh." Ozzy drawled, and Nikki couldn't hold back a shaky exhale of his own. Goddamn, he wished he could 
see what it was the groupie was doing that Ozzy liked. 


Wait, what? Before he could ponder on that sudden thought, he heard them begin to make out again, and he 
briefly wondered if he should sneak out, get out of here while he still could Before he went too far. 


But he kept listening. He didn't know why he stayed, he could have just gone back and slept on the tour bus or 
in someone else's room or something, gone anywhere but here, but he found that he was frozen in place. He 
heard the shifting from the other side of the room, and he felt his cock throb to life at the unmistakable 
sound of Ozzy eating the groupie out. She was gasping and moaning, the sounds muffled slightly by her hand 
over her mouth as she tried to keep quiet. 


Nikki briefly remembered that he'd also experienced how good Ozzy was with his mouth, and he would have 
smacked himself in the head if it wouldn't give him away. Instead, he just mentally kicked himself, but the 
thoughts wouldn't stop. 


Fucking Christ. He couldn't take this anymore. He had to either get out of here or just roll over and watch them 
fully. The first option seemed like the better, but he knew that at this point, it was too late. 


He rolled over onto his stomach, gasping quietly as his hard cock grinded against the bedsheets. In the dim light 
of the hotel room, he could see the silhouettes of Ozzy and the groupie - she was on top of hin, riding him. 


He kept his hand over his mouth, biting his palm as he watched them move together in the faint light, subtly 
grinding his cock against the sheets. He listened to their quiet, stifled moans, the slight creaking of the bed, the 
light slapping of skin on skin. 


He had to bite his hand hard as the groupie orgasmed first, followed by Ozzy. Even in the darkness, he could 
faintly make out the singer's expression as he came - eyes closed, eyebrows drawn together, his mouth 


hanging open as he let out a sound that was something between a moan and a growl. 


For a few moments afterward, they breathed heavily together, and Nikki did too, still trying to keep quiet. His 
cock was fully hard at this point, and he could feel it leaking precum into his pants. Despite that, he suddenly 
felt guilty about watching, getting off to Ozzy fucking a groupie and not knowing Nikki had been listening in He 
should have just left while he still could - in fact, he should find a way to sneak out now, he mused to himself. 


Maybe once they went to sleep-- 
But before he could try to think of how he could get out of this, Ozzy's voice came from across the room. 
"Ey, Sixx, wanna join?" 


Nikki froze where he was lying, the only sound in the room being his pounding heart. They knew. They fucking 
knew. They fucking knew he was watching How dd they know? What gave it away? As his mind raced, trying to 
make sense of everything, Ozzy reached over and flicked on the lamp next to the bed. The room lit up, and 
Nikki could finally see the singer's messed up sex hair, the smudged eyeliner around his blue-green eyes, the 
groupie's lipstick smeared all over his mouth. Just like it had been on Nikki the last night-- 


Without him even realizing it, he'd gotten out of bed and moved to stand next to the other. He stood there, his 
expression a mix of shock and disbelief, not even knowing what to think. What the fuck was he doing, what had 
he already done, why-- 


"He's a bit shy, y'know." Ozzy told the groupie with a smirk, and Nikki threw him a glare. 


"Fuck off, Osbourne, | am not" he muttered, finally finding his voice. He really wasn't in the mood for this. First 
he'd gotten a massive, unintentional hard-on from listening to Ozzy and his groupie fucking in the bed next to 
him, something he still felt slightly guilty about, and now the singer was casually asking him into a threeway, 
as if it was something he did all the time. Ozzy just grinned at him. 


"Well, come join, then" he put in, and Nikki gave him an unimpressed look. That wasn't what he'd meant. Before 


he could say anything, the woman spoke up as well 

"Yeah, c'mon, Nikki, don't be shy." she suggested, her voice a seductive lilt as she threw him a sexy gaze. "We 
don't bite. Well, at least | don't. Ozzy does." The two laughed again, and Nikki rolled his eyes. Yeah, he knew. The 
bite marks all over his body still stung if he touched them. 


Ozzy turned back to the groupie. "V'ready for round two, huh, right?" he asked, and she smiled, batting her 


eyes at him. 


‘Of course." she murmured, and they went right back to messily making out, their lips making loud smacking 
sounds as they pretty much ate each others faces. Nikki was still standing next to the bed, now awkwardly 
watching Ozzy and the groupie kiss each other for a good twenty seconds. 


They broke apart, a strand of saliva connecting their lips for a moment, and each smiled at Nikki. "Wait, don't 


leave ‘im out now." Ozzy remarked, shifting so he was facing the bassist. "Wouldn't want him gettin’ jealous, 


y'know." And he leaned forward and kissed Nikki full on the lips right in front of the groupie. 


Once again, the bassist was completely frozen in place, vaguely aware of Ozzy's hands sliding down his arms 
and fingers tangling into his hair, the groupie watching with a big grin on her face. His mind had gone 
completely blank, not even registering the way the singer moved down from his lips to his jaw, to his neck, to 
take a hard bite of his throat. He snapped out of it then, his eyes flying open and a choked gasp spilling from 
his lips. 


Somehow, without him even realizing it, Nikki ended up thrown down against the bed, pinned down by Ozzy just 
like the previous night. As the singer continued to kiss him, the woman began to get involved too, her hands 
sliding up Nikki's legs and fingers brushing his thighs. And as Ozzy's hands flew over his body, touching 
wherever they could reach, he somehow felt some of the tension beginning to leave his body as his arms 


wrapped around the singer's back. 


God, was he really going to do this? Was he seriously going to get in a threesome with Ozzy and a woman? 
Sure, he'd been in threeways with two women, and he'd shared women with his bandmates before, both of 


them fucking one groupie at the same time, but this was Ozzy. 


Exactly. This was Ozzy. It wasn't like the guy was gonna think he was a freak. After the previous night, Nikki 
could probably do or say anything and Ozzy wouldn't think anything of it. It was obvious that Ozzy was into 
this threeway idea he'd proposed, and the groupie looked like she was interested as well. And, Nikki was quickly 
realizing, he was into it too. 


"Lemme have a turn now" the groupie said, and Ozzy shifted to sit beside Nikki on the bed as the woman 
crawled on top of the bassist and kissed him hard. He briefly mused to himself that she tasted like Ozzy, 
before he focused fully on her, his hands moving down her body and his hands squeezing her ass. He was 
dimly aware of Ozzy's hands still roaming over his chest, fingers trailing lightly over his sides. 


Somehow, they both ended up taking control of him, both of their hands all over his body as they kissed and 
bit his chest, his stomach, his hipbones. He let it happen, moaning and writhing on the bed as he squeezed his 
eyes shut and felt their hands move over him. He could feel the difference in the groupie's hands and Ozzy's 
hands - the woman's were softer with thinner fingers, while Ozzy's were slightly rougher, yet still managed to 


leave featherlight touches all over his body that had him arching up and groaning for more. 


At some point, Ozzy had told him the groupie's name was Anne, and he was glad he did. He'd gotten really close 


to moaning Ozzy's name a couple times, and that was somewhere he just didn't want to go in front of the 
groupie. Athough he doubted she would mind. In fact, she seemed to be enjoying watching Ozzy kiss and touch 
Nikki. And Ozzy was definitely enjoying doing that too, his hands never leaving the bassist's body for longer 


than a second. 


They'd kept at that for a few minutes, before both of them used a hand to pin him to the bed, and their 
other hands moved down to wrap around his cock. Together, they jerked him off, leaning down to kiss and suck 


his neck and chest as their hands stroked his dick at the same time. 
When Nikki came, he shouted out a name that definitely wasn't Anne. 


They were both gone the next morning, having left Nikki alone in the hotel room at some point during the night. 
He didn't care that the groupie had left - that happened after every night, he hardly even cared enough to 
learn their names, honestly -, but for some reason, there was a strange feeling in his chest when he noticed 


the absence of Ozzy. 


Fuck it He was going to confront this. If he had to go to Ozzy's tour bus to find the singer there, ask him 
what the hell they would do now that they'd fucked not once, but twice, he'd do it. He'd stop being such a 
pussy and actually ask Ozzy where they were supposed to go from here, what the rest of the tour would look 
like after everything that had occured in the past two days. 


Fuck it, yknow? 


He whacked on the door of Ozzy's tour bus, uncomfortably shifting and rubbing the back of his neck. All the 
speeches he'd been practicing in his head earlier had completely left his mind, and he could feel his heart 
racing as he desperately attempted to remember them. He wasn't even sure why he was so nervous - it was 
just Ozzy. Yeah, the same Ozzy that had fucked him while wearing a dress the other night, but he'd been into 
it too. If he hadn't, he wouldn't have come back to Nikki's hotel room to initiate. Right? 


He was snapped out of his thoughts by the door slowly creaking open, and he held his breath as the inside of 
the tour bus was slowly revealed, the form of .Jake, Ozzy's guitarist, standing there with a puzzled expression 
Nikki felt his breathing return to normal as he stared at the guy with an disinterested look. 

"Uh, yeah, whaddaya want, man?" Jake asked, just as awkwardly as Nikki felt. The bassist didn't know why, but 
since the beginning of the tour, he'd never really liked Jake. He hardly knew the guy, but he just had some 
issue with him that he didn't even understand. 

That wasn't what he was here for, though. 


"Ozzy here?" Nikki grunted, and Jake raised an eyebrow. 


"Well, yeah, why--" He didn't get a chance to finish, as Nikki stepped onto the bus and pushed past Jake, 
scanning the inside of the bus for any sign of the singer. Jake made a grunting sound. "Uh--" 


The bassist ignored him as he made his way to the back lounge, pushing the black curtain aside and stepping 
into the area. Sure enough, the singer was there, lounging on one of the couches and writing in a notebook. As 


soon as Nikki made his appearance known, Ozzy looked up at him and gave him a casual smirk. "Hey mate." 


Nikki almost laughed. God, how the hell was Ozzy always so casual about everything? How could he just sit 
there as if he hadn't gotten Nikki into bed two nights in a row? 


The singer moved to stand in front of the bassist, and Nikki stared at him for a moment, taking in the face 
he'd studied the morring after they'd fucked for the first time. It was strange - there were two sides to 
Ozzy. Nikki had realized this pretty early into the tour. The man was absolutely out of his mind, pretty much 
legitimately insane. He'd done more crazy shit than everyone in Motley Crue and his own band combined. And 
yet, looking at him now, Nikki would never know that if he didn't before. The singer could be so casual, laid- 
back, giving off a levelheaded vibe. It was what he was doing now, staring up at Nikki with a faint, half-smile. 


And somehow, that relaxed vibe was spreading to him, making his racing, troubled thoughts pause for a 
moment. Maybe there wasnt anything wrong with what him and Ozzy had done. Sure, it was..it was a lot, he'd 
say that, but what hadh't the singer done on tour? And Nikki had done crazy shit of his own as well. The both 
of them were crazy - it made sense that something like this had happened with them. 


That may have been what gave him the sudden confidence, the sudden urge, to lean forward, wrap his arms 


around the singer, and kiss him. 


Nikki didnt know what he'd been expecting, but he hadn't really thought that Ozzy would respond instantly, and 
eagerly as well. His hands slid up the bassist's arms as he moved to press closer to him, their lips moving 
together slowly. It wasn't like anything they'd ever done before, and there was a part of Nikki, that same part 
that had told him there wasn’t anything wrong with this whole thing, that wanted this to continue. 


But the other part won, like usual. 
As soon as Nikki pulled away, he took a step back, realization of what he had just done slamming into him like a 
truck. He suddenly wanted to run, get the hell off the bus before he did anything else he regretted, anything 


else that would make Ozzy think he was an even bigger freak, but he was frozen in place. 


However, Ozzy wasn't looking at him like the bassist had expected at all. He didn't look disgusted, or even 
confused. He just looked intrigued. 


Then, he spoke, smirking up at Nikki. "Don't tell me y’ kiss girls like that." he put in, and Nikki stared at him, 
stunned and slightly affronted. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" he asked, not sure if he should be amused or insulted. Honestly, with the way 
Ozzy was and how blunt he tended to be when he spoke, the bassist could be both. 


It means yer bad at it" the singer remarked, and Nikki blinked, just a bit miffed from Ozzy's comments. Before 
he could say anything else, Ozzy stepped closer to him and put a hand on his waist, and Nikki felt like all the 
air was sucked from the room as Ozzy gazed at his face. "Yer too tense." His other hand moved to slide up 
the bassist's back. "Just relax, mate." He leaned closer and Nikki felt like he was in a haze as his eyes slipped 
halfway closed, his lips inches away from the singer's. "Sometimes things happen, and y'gotfa jus' let ‘em 
happen." 


Then he pressed his lips against Nikki's, and maybe it was what he'd said, but the bassist could actually feel 
himself beginning to unwind, not worry so much. Somehow, as he let his arms wrap around the singer and 

kissed him back, he almost felt his racing thoughts stop in their tracks. Ozzy had never kissed him like this, 
slowly, not aggressively like he'd done all other times. All those other times, he'd crashed their lips together 
hard enough to bruise, but now, he was taking it slow, going easy, and Nikki found himself almost forgetting 


why he'd been so nervous before he'd come here. 


When they broke apart, Nikki was panting slightly, his eyes half-lidded, and Ozzy was looking up at him with 
that same, easygoing half-smile. "You'll get better at that eventually." he remarked, making his way across the 
back lounge as Nikki watched him with a half-dazed, half-stunned expression. Before he stepped out into the 


main area of the bus, he gave the bassist a smirk. "| can teach ya." 


Then, just like that, he was gone, leaving Nikki standing there in a confused daze. He opened his mouth to speak, 
but then he realized it'd be no use. He blinked at the curtain Ozzy had walked through, running the singer's 
words over in his head. That's when he snapped out of it, and he realized exactly what Ozzy had said. "Wait--" 


He walked through the curtain to the main area of the bus, but just like before, Ozzy had disappeared yet 


agai n. 
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The next couple days, every time Ozzy talked to Nikki, it was like the previous nights hadn't even happened. 


And it wasn't like Nikki was going to bring up anything. Even though he should. Goddammit, he knew he had to. 
Every time him and Ozzy hung out backstage or at an afterparty, maybe the singer wasn't thinking about it, 
but the bassist definitely was. He couldn't stop thinking about it, and that used to freak him out, but over the 
past few days, he'd learned that there wasn't really anything he could do about the thoughts except let them 


race. 


Fuck it He was going to do it, tonight. He was going to talk to Ozzy and ask him where they were supposed to 
go from here. For real this time. He wouldn't keep avoiding the subject, or letting Ozzy run out on him. He'd 


confront the singer in his hotel room so neither of them could avoid it. 

Hopefully he wouldn't fuck up the entire tour in the process. 

Who knows, he could have already done that. 

As he made his way through the hotel hallways, heading to the elevator that would take him to Ozzy's room, 
he heard someone call for him from farther down. "Hey, Sixx!" Oh great. Vince. Nikki rolled his eyes as the 
singer stormed over to him. He was pissed. And Nikki wasn't in the mood. 

"What do you want, Vince." he muttered, turning back to the elevator and pressing the button instead of 
looking at Vince. That only seemed to piss the singer off more, as he reached out to grab the bassist's 
shoulder and roughly spin him around. 

"Did you have to be so fuckin" drunk on stage last night?!" he shouted, crossing his arms, and Nikki just stared 
at him. That's what he was so mad about? Honestly, sometimes Nikki thought that Vince would just get angry 


for no reason and make up anything to be able to yell at someone. 


"We were all drunk on stage last night." he grunted, turning away again. Vince made an exasperated sound. 


"You were more drunk than we were!" he put in. "You know how many songs you fucked up? You kept coming in 
at the wrong time, Sixx! Sixx, you listening to me?!" Oh, he was. How could he not? He was listening, he just 


didn't give a shit. 


At that moment, the elevator doors opened, and Nikki stepped inside and turned back to Vince. "Well, you were 
singing off key half the night, but I'm not saying anything" he remarked, just as the elevator was starting to 
close, and he had to turn away to hide his shit-eating grin as Vince gave him a murderous glare. Just as the 
singer was beginning to rant, the doors closed, and the bassist snickered under his breath as he heard Vince's 
shouting slowly get quieter as the elevator began to move. 


As soon as he was inside, however, he found his thoughts wandering back to where they'd been before. His 
biggest fear was fucking up the whole tour, and, deep down, fucking up the friendship he had with Ozzy. Shit, 
he might have already done that. Fuck. He gets to go on tour with one of his music heroes and screws 


everything up by..screwing that music hero. Nce one, Sixx. 


Somehow, his mind blanked out as he was making his way to Ozzy's hotel room, and as he knocked on the door, 
he hardly even cared enough to search for the words that had been running through his mind moments ago. 
He'd probably forget them as soon as him and Ozzy started talking, honestly. He was bad at remembering 


speeches he rehearsed in his head for people. 


A moment later, the door creaked open to reveal Ozzy standing there in a pink crop top and black mini-skirt 
with pink tights on underneath. Nikki stared at him for a moment before he just laughed breathlessly, shaking 


his head and leaning heavily against the doorframe. He never could catch a break on this tour, could he? 


Ozzy grinned at him. "Hey mate." he said, and Nikki just sighed, still smiling in disbelief and defeat. He'd never do 
it. He'd never figure out how Ozzy was so casual about everything The singer led him into the hotel room, and 


they sat on the bed before Ozzy turned back to face him. 


"Look, Sixx," Ozzy began, putting his hand on the bassist's arm and giving him that half-smile he seemed to 
always be wearing. "if y'wanna pretend it didn't happen, it doesn't matter tme. Ya don't have t talk about it 


with me, mate. Its done, y'know." 


Nikki blinked, taken aback for a moment. That easy? They could just forget about the whole thing and nothing 


would change? 


Well, maybe Ozzy could, Nikki realized, but he couldn't. Shit, that must have been why Ozzy was pretending like 
none of it happened - because he thought Nikki wanted that. And for some reason, he didn't. He'd known that 
the first night they'd fucked - that he didn't want it to be just some one night stand. He didn't know what the 
hell he wanted it to be, but at least he knew what he didn't want it to be. He thought that counted for 


something. 


"No, |." He didn't even know where to start. "| don't--I don't know, l." He looked up at the ceiling as he 
attempted to figure out how to put his thoughts into words. He knew he had to say something now, or else he 


wouldn't, and Ozzy would keep pretending nothing had happened, and he didn't want that at all, he really didn't, 
and he didn't know why, but maybe Ozzy could help him figure that one out, and-- 


"| don't mind." Was what he managed to stammer out, and he wanted to mentally kick himself for his lame 
choice of words, but for some reason, he kept talking. "I mean, | just, | keep thinking about it, man, y'know? 
And--and | don't know why, but its gotta be for some reason, y'know, and | just--I don't wanna forget it, 
y'know, | just--I just--I don't know.." Goddamn, he was terrible at this. But the words just kept spilling from his 


mouth, all running together and hardly even making sense to him. 


"| don't know what to do, 0z" he finally managed to say. Alright, thats good, that's a complete sentence. Now say 
another. "| don't even know what this is. What l'm supposed to do here." 


Ozzy was just looking at him, kind of half-smiling and kind of gazing at him with intrigue. "Why's it gotta be 
somethin'?" he asked, his hand sliding up Nikki's arm to his shoulder. "We're just a couple'a blokes havin’ fun on 
tour. Simple as that, mate." 


Nikki was about to counter, tell him that no, its not that simple, but something stopped him. Maybe it was that 
simple. He was on tour with fucking crazy Ozzy, it wasn't like he'd get any judgment there. And it wasn't like he 
had to tell anyone else - hell, he didn't even have to continue this with Ozzy, as the singer had told him just 
minutes ago. But he wanted fo, he knew that. He'd established that already. /t was just.. 


"IFs just..you know I've never done anything like this before." Nikki explained, his eyes shifting around the room 
as he rubbed the back of his neck. "| never wanted to, and | never did. | just kinda freaked out, y'know?" 


"Y'know, | used to think | was fucked up fer th' same reason" Ozzy told him, and Nikki turned back to look at 
him. The singer still wore that half-smile, but his eyes were more serious than the bassist had ever seen. 


"Y'know, bein’ into blokes as well as birds. But then | figured out it doesn't fuckin’ matter." 


Huh So Ozzy was into men and women. Honestly, even if the past two nights hadn't happened, Nikki wouldn't 
have been surprised to find that out. That wasn't even the part that bothered Nikki about what he was doing, 
but he didn't know how to explain what actually bothered him. "So you used to think that?" He was curious 
now, though - how exactly had Ozzy figured out that it dant fuckin’ matter? 


"Yeah," Ozzy remarked, with a slight smirk. "back in 1913." 


Oh Well, that was a nice reminder that Ozzy was a lot more experienced than Nikki in.everything, really. He 
was implying that figuring shit out took time, but the bassist didn't know if he had that. He was impatient, he'd 
admit that. Ozzy kept talking. 


"Does it really matter if y'don't know what tdo yet?" Ozzy questioned, and Nikki thought for a moment. Well, 
he guessed it didn't. Half the time he was gonna go on stage, he didn't know what songs he was gonna play until 
it was time to play them. Not that that could be compared to this, but he needed something Ozzy kept talking. 
"| said, just two blokes havin’ fun on tour. Nothin’ wrong with it. We can fuck about if y'want, or not if y'don't 


want. Simple as that, really, y'know?" 
Well, when he put it that way.. 


Maybe he could just go with it. Like Ozzy had said, maybe he could just take things as they came. If he wanted 
to continue whatever this was, he could, and if he didn't, he could do that as well. Ozzy was really the best 
person to experiment with with something like this. 


Yeah. Experiment. That's what he could call it. He was experimenting with Ozzy. Because when on tour, right? 


There was one other thing he wanted to know, though. Something he'd been wondering about since he first saw 


it. 


"Why do you like--" He gestured to Ozzy's outfit. "--this, anyway?" Ozzy looked up at the ceiling as he thought 


for a moment, before he turned back to the bassist and shrugged. 


"IFs just fun, really." he told him. "Some bird was into it one night, y'remember, yeah? She told me to dress up, 
she'd like it. So | did, and it's pretty fun, really. And now y'told me y'like it too, huh?" 


Nikki chuckled, grinning sheepishly as he looked down at the floor. "Yeah, | don't know." he muttered, rubbing 
the back of his neck. "I didn't mean for any of this to happen, | just--saw you that one night with that chick-- 


and..y'know." 


"Why do you like it?" Ozzy asked him right back, and Nikki paused, looking up at the ceiling as he tried to think 
of an answer, not only to Ozzy, but to himself as well. That was the one thing he was still wondering about - 
why did he like when Ozzy wore women's clothes? He'd never quite figured that out. 


Initially, he thought he liked Ozzy's outfits for just that reason - the outfits. He liked the way those clothes 
looked on groupies, especially the fishnet stockings that the singer wore so much. But then he realized that, 
one night, he liked the outfits on Ozzy specifically. He'd figured that out when he'd seen him and a groupie 
wearing the same thing in the backstage hallway, and he'd liked the way it looked on Ozzy more than the 


groupie. 


It could have been a combination of things, he thought. Things getting mixed up inside his head because it was 
Ozzy looking like a chick, the way he was so confident in wearing women's clothes and didn't give a shit about 
anyone thinking anything about him for it, the way it was just..0zzy, one of Nikki's music heroes - hell, maybe 
he still had a bit of hero worship for the guy, even though they'd been on tour for a year now. 


He somehow managed to put all that into words to tell Ozzy, and the singer gazed at him with intrigue for a 


long moment before he smirked and threw out a suggestion 


"Why don't y'try it out?" 


Less than a few minutes later, Nikki was sitting in a chair as Ozzy stood in front of him, meticulously painting 
his face with makeup. The bassist was no stranger to wearing a lot of makeup - he did it every night, really -, 


but the way he did it wasn't to make himself look like a chick. 


Nikki didn' know what it was, but there was something strangely intimate about what they were doing. Ozzy 
was completely focused on his task, brushing glitter onto the bassist's eyes with one hand, while the other 
hand absentmindedly rubbed his shoulder. Once again, Nikki found himself staring at the singer's face, just as 
he had on the first night they'd gotten together. 


Nikki didn't know what it was that told him to, but the next time Ozzy looked at him, Nikki reached out and 
grabbed the singer's shoulder, pulling him down to press their lips together. Just like last time, Ozzy responded 
instantly, the hand not holding the makeup sliding from Nikki's shoulder to his neck. As soon as the bassist 
pulled back, not as worried as he was last time, Ozzy just smirked at him like always. "That was a bit hard." he 


remarked. Nikki raised an eyebrow. 
"Hard?" he asked, and Ozzy nodded. 


"Yeah, yer still too tense." he put in. Then, before Nikki could even think of how to react, Ozzy crawled into his 
lap and sat on his thighs, taking the bassist's face into his hands. "| told ya, I'd have tteach ya" Then he leaned 
down and crashed their lips together, and Nikki's hands immediately came up to pull the singer closer, his eyes 
slipping closed. Their lips moved slowly together, and Nikki felt some of the tension leave his shoulders as 
Ozzy's hands ran over them. Hell, what was this effect that the singer had on him? 


As soon as Ozzy pulled back, Nikki stared up at him before he spoke. "Teach me?" he asked, his voice 
breathless. 


"Yeah." Ozzy said, leaning close to Nikki's face again. His voice lowered. "But we'll talk about that later." his lips 
lightly grazed Nikki's jaw, and the bassist let out a shaky breath. "I've got somethin’ for ya 


He climbed off Nikki's thighs and grabbed an outfit from across the room, and a moment later, the bassist 
was holding a bunch of women's clothes. "Don't look at it yet, alright, Sixx?" Ozzy told him, gesturing to his 
face, and Nikki nodded, chuckling to himself as he slipped into the bathroom. He could hardly even believe this 
was real. What the hell was he doing? 

Hey, when on tour with Ozzy Osbourne.. 


As soon as he shut the door, he looked down at the outfit in his hands. It looked just like something he might 
take off a groupie. A small, black tanktop, a bright green mesh shirt, a black ruffled skirt, bright green 
leqwarmers, fishnet stockings, and.. 


"02?" he called, picking up one of the pieces of the outfit the singer had handed him. 


"Yeah?" His voice came from the bedroom. Nikki stared at the item of clothing as he chuckled incredulously, 


not quite sure how to react. 
"Did you give me a fucking thong?" 


"Yeah." Ozzy told him, completely normal, as if it just happened every day. Nikki swore, there was nothing that 
could phase the guy at all. "S'alright"" 


Nikki just laughed. What else was he supposed to do? "Sure." he said, shaking his head as he chuckled to 
himself. Fuck if, yknow? "You know? Why not. Why the hell not?" 


He slid the outfit on piece by piece, trying to avoid looking at himself in the mirror before he got it all 
together. The whole time he was putting it together, he found that somehow, he'd finally stopped thinking so 
much about what was going on with him and Ozzy. As soon as the word experimenł had gotten in his head, 
he'd realized he could just think of it as that and not worry so damn much about what it was or where it 


would go. 


When it was all together, he finally looked at himself in the mirror, and he had to take a second to stare in 
disbelief before he burst out laughing, leaning heavily against the counter. Goddamn, he looked just like a chick. 
Ozzy had really done a great job on his makeup, and the clothes the singer had given him were somehow 
accentuating curves he didn't even know he had. Nikki stared at himself in the mirror, ran his hands over his 
fishnet stockings, and he felt an involuntary shudder go down his spine. He didn't just like how they felt on his 
legs - the fact that they were Ozzy's was giving him more of a thrill than he'd ever anticipated. 


As soon as he stepped out of the bathroom, he moved over to the other side of the room, where Ozzy was 
staring out the window. Smirking slightly, Nikki reached out and grabbed the singer's shoulder and spun him 


around, and his eyes widened. He looked the bassist up and down, a sly grin coming across his face as his eyes 


lingered on Nikki's legs for the longest time, before he looked back up at him. 

| can see yer fuckin’ cock." 

Nikki stared at him for a moment, dumbfounded, before he cracked up, the singer laughing right along with 
him. What the hell was he doing? What the hell were they doing? They were two guys in heavy metal bands 


crossdressing. Because it was fun, for some reason. 


And you know what? He was on tour with Ozzy Osbourne. Who cared if he was fucked up? Ozzy was even 


crazier than he was. 
F doesnt fuckin! matter. 


"Well, how the fuck are you supposed to hide ił?!" he asked, still laughing. Ozzy just smirked at him and 
shrugged. 


"Y'really don't" he remarked, and Nikki couldn't help but let his eyes wander down to Ozzy's skirt, looking for 


the outline of the singer's cock. Ozzy noticed what he was doing and chuckled. "Lookin' fer somethin’, Sixx?" He 
sure was. He couldn't find it, though. How the hell did Ozzy hide his dick in that mini-skirt? Ozzy gave him that 
sly grin again as he moved to stand closer to Nikki, sliding his hand up the bassist's thigh as his voice dropped 
to a low, husky Tone. "It only shows up when y'start gettin’ hard" 


Oh, for fuck's sake. Why did Ozzy always have to say shit like that in that voice? Before he could say anything 


else, Ozzy looked him up and down again, that signature half-smile back on his face. "Y'make a good bird” 


"Thanks..2" Nikki laughed, suddenly not sure what to do. He'd never done anything like this before. Hell, how 
many of those had he had on this tour? Was he even supposed to do anything here? Ozzy continued to give 
him that smirk and half-lidded gaze. 


"So this is what y'see when y'see me lookin’ like this." he murmured, reaching out to run his finger down Nikki's 
chest, stopping just above his waist. Nikki breathed in slowly, swallowing roughly as Ozzy reached out his other 
hand to trail his fingers down the bassist's thigh, running over his skirt. He felt his cock twitch in his skirt and 
he inhaled sharply. 


"What are you gonna do with me?" Nikki asked in a low voice, trying to keep a smirk on his face and a 
composed demeanor, but with the way Ozzy was looking at him, like he was gonna eat the bassist alive, he 
couldn't stop the shudder down his spine and the cold sweat that suddenly broke out all over his body. Ozzy 
just gave him a devilish grin, his eyes darkening, before he stepped back and took Nikki's arm instead. 


"We're goin now?" he questioned, beginning to lead the puzzled bassist out of the hotel room. 
"Uh--" He blinked, staring at the singer. "Goin" where?" Ozzy just shrugged. 


"Out" he said simply. "Anywhere." Nikki just looked at him in disbelief, speechless. Not only had Ozzy gotten him 
to dress up, but now he was supposed to go out like this now? Ozzy simply smirked. "S'kinda like a game 
sometimes. Y'know, seein’ how well y'can fool everyone." He grinned, taking Nikki's arm again and leading him 


down the hallway. "Now, c'mon. Its a good time now, y'know." 


Goddammit. Nikki hadn't been prepared for one of Ozzy's games. And yet, something about this whole turn of 
events excited and aroused him even more than he'd been before, when Ozzy had been touching and eye- 


fucking him. 


He had to push down the aroused part of that, though. He didn't want his cock showing through his skirt, after 


all. 
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"Birds travel in pairs, don't they?" Ozzy asked, taking Nikki's hand as soon as they were on the first floor, and 
leading him through the halls. Nikki just laughed and let himself be led to the lobby. 


"Well, yeah, | guess, but--" His words were cut off as soon as they got to the lobby, where, as luck would 
have it, all his bandmates happened to be gathered. They took one look at Ozzy and Nikki dressed up and 
instantly started cheering and whistling. 


“Ey, Oz, who's that tall drink of water?" Tommy asked, grinning as he crudely looked Nikki up and down. The 
bassist couldn't help the smirk that came to his face as Tommy whistled again. "Where'd ya find that one?" 


"Didn't know ya liked tall girls like that, Oz!" Vince called, biting his lip as he also checked Nikki out. Nikki had to 
look away and set his mouth in a straight line to keep from cracking up. "Wooh! | bet she's a lotta fun!" 


Jesus Christ. Nikki couldn't believe this. It was actually working, just like Ozzy's game. Of course, his bandmates 
weren't that easy to fool, but still. At this point, he didn't even know if he wanted to give himself away to his 


band, or just keep letting them believe he was a woman. 


Mick didn't say anything, of course, but he was definitely looking at Nikki with intrigue. Hell, out of the three of 
them, Mick was probably the only one who knew that the "tall drink of water" with Ozzy was his bass player. 


"You guys goin’ out?" Vince asked, and they nodded. Vince smirked and turned to Nikki, gesturing to Ozzy. "You 
be careful with this guy, he's wild! Although I'm sure you are too." 


Oh, he definitely knew that. Nikki smirked and Ozzy threw Vince a sly grin before he reached down to give 
Nikki's ass a quick slap. The bassist jumped a little bit, not expecting that, and Ozzy chuckled. "Sure is." he 
remarked, and Nikki looked away again so no one would see his grin. Goddamn, this must have been why Ozzy 
found this so fun. At least one of the reasons. 


As they were leaving the hotel, right at the front doors, Nikki couldn't help it. He turned back to his 
bandmates and waved. "See ya guys!" he shouted, turning away just as their expressions morphed into shock 
and disbelief. As him and Ozzy stepped outside, he could hear the guys laughing and hollering, calling for him to 


come back, but he paid them no mind. 


"See, | told y' it was like a game." Ozzy put in, taking Nikki's hand again and leading him down the street. Nikki 
laughed to himself, both from Ozzy's game and a group of men calling out to them from across the street, 


whistling. 
Fucking hell, this was really working Why the hell did he like that it was working so much? 


Nikki had already known Ozzy was wild before Vince had said it, but once they got to the club, he got to 
experience a whole other side of the singer's craziness. Immediately, they made their way to the bar to get 
wasted, but not too much. There, both of them instantly got the attention of several men and women, most of 
the guys making the same comments about Nikki that Tommy had. "Tall drink of water" had quickly become 
the name all the men were calling him, shouted out amongst the whistles and hollers. They seemed to like him 


better than Ozzy, for some reason, even though they were both dressed up, and for whatever other reason, 


Ozzy didn't mind that Nikki was getting most of the attention. 


They hit the dance floor soon after, easily blending into the crowd of people. Ozzy was even crazier when he 
danced, yet he kept to the rhythm, always keeping his hands on Nikki. They laughed like idiots as they jumped 
and whirled through the crowd, several people joining them not long after they started. Ozzy was grinding all 
over Nikki, his hands occasionally wandering up Nikki's skirt, only to be snatched back in a flash when someone 


came close. 


Somehow, in that club, surrounded by all those people dancing around him, Nikki got it. He figured out why Ozzy 
liked to dress up, or at least one of the possible reasons the singer thought it was fun. None of the people in 
this club besides Ozzy knew who he was, none of them recognizing him in his outfit and heavy makeup. He 
could do anything he wanted, and he wouldn't hear about it later on - "Hey, | saw the bass player in Motley 


Crue crossdressing in a club". 


No one even knew he was a guy crossdressing. Everyone in the crowd apart from Ozzy seemed to think he 
was just a chick, another thing he liked, for some reason. Probably the same reason he liked being dressed up 
in the first place - nobody knowing who he was. 


At some point, Nikki lost Ozzy in the crowd, but he didn't worry too much about it. He was too busy being 
grinded on by two guys and three girls. They were dancing all around him, surrounding him with their body 
heat, their excitement transferring to him. In that small group, he felt more free than he had in a long time. 
He didn't have to worry about any upcoming shows, or Vince's bullshit, or band management, or anything He 


could just be somebody else right now. 


That's when he glanced at the stage at the other side of the bar, and he found Ozzy. The singer was on stage 
with the bar band, grinding all over the guitar player and looking like he was having the time of his life. For 
some reason, the bassist suddenly felt a wave of jealously wash over him, and he began to make his way 


through the crowd, ignoring the group that he'd just been dancing with. 


Wait, jealous? Really, Sixx? He didn't even know what exactly he was jealous of. That Ozzy was up on stage 
dancing without him? That Ozzy was grinding on someone else? He made a face at his own thoughts. Seriously, 


Sixx? 


As soon as he got to the front of the stage, Ozzy noticed him, grinning and beckoning him to join on stage. 
Smirking, Nikki climbed up onto the stage, immediately getting the attention of the band's singer. 


"Wooh, you're tali" he shouted into the microphone, and several people in the crowd cheered. Nikki chuckled as 
the guy looked him up and down. He wasn't sure why everyone was focusing on that tonight, but at least they 
were focusing on that and not anything else. Like the fact that he was a dude. The guy grinned as he checked 
Nikki out. "I like that!" 


The band began to play their next song, the singer dancing wildly with Nikki as he sang into the microphone. 
Ozzy soon joined him, and they all danced together, grinding on each other and jumping around the stage along 
with the band members. The band's bass player took a liking to Ozzy as well as the guitar player, while the 
band's singer seemed to be more focused on Nikki. A few times, he reached down to grab Nikki's ass through 
his skirt, always looking away whenever the bassist would take notice. And Ozzy was doing the same thing to 
Nikki as well 


As soon as the band finished that song, the drummer piped up from behind his kił, a big, dumb grin on his 
face as he looked at Ozzy and Nikki. "Hey, could--" He snickered. "Could you guys make out?" 


Nikki laughed breathlessly, and before he could react, Ozzy smirked and grabbed him, kissing him sloppily in 
front of the band and the entire crowd. The band members cheered, the drummer especially, as the two 


"women" kissed in front of everyone. 


As soon as they separated, and The band was just about to start their next song, some guy yelled out from 
the crowd. "Dude, that's a dude!" 


Nikki froze. Somehow, even over the music and cheering, the man's voice had carried, and everyone who had 


been watching the band was slowly turning to who had shouted the accusation. 


The man was holding a bottle of beer, and one of his friends turned to him with an amused expression, 
laughing. "Man, you're drunk" he stated. The guy who had initially shouted the claim shook his head, beginning 
to push his way through the crowd. 


"No, no, look!" he began, climbing up on the stage to stand next to Nikki. The bassist stood there frozen, his 
entire body going cold. "He's got no tits! And he's got an Adam's apple! Its a dude!" 


"Wait, THATS a dude?!" the band's singer shouted, conveniently right into the microphone, getting even more 
stares from the crowd. Nikki's form tensed, his face beginning to burn from embarrassment. The man who had 


climbed on stage nodded, before he turned to Nikki, reaching out and yanking his shirt down, exposing his chest. 


Only a second seemed to pass before Ozzy lunged forward and whacked the man across the face, before he 
shoved him right off the stage. Nikki stared at him in disbelief as the guy hit the floor with a loud thud, the 
murmuring in the crowd increasing to loud hollering. Ozzy simply grabbed one of the other microphones from 


its stand and spoke into it, looking down at the man lying on the floor glaring up at him. 
"Don't fuck with my friends." 


"Youre a dude too?!" the band's singer yelled, again directly into the microphone. His face was a mess of 


confusion and shock. "You're both dudes?! What the fuck?!" 


It seemed like the entire crowd of people was staring at only Nikki. Just as he was starting to feel like he was 


sinking into the floor, Ozzy grabbed his hand, jumped off the stage, and yanked him through the club. 


Nikki ran along with him, ignoring the murmuring of the crowd increasing in volume. They weaved through the 
groups of people, eventually managing to get through and into a relatively uncrowded area Ozzy kept running 
though, shoving his way into a small room and dragging Nikki with him. 


It was then that Nikki realized they'd, somehow, as luck would have it, ended up in the women's bathroom. 


"Well," Ozzy began after a few moments, shifting and rubbing the back of his neck. "that doesn't usually 
happen." 


There were several things Nikki could have said. He couldn't believe they'd been found out and announced to the 
entire crowd, he couldn't believe Ozzy had kissed him on stage in front of everyone, he couldn't believe Ozzy 
had punched that guy and shoved him off the stage - Jesus Christ, he'd never expected Ozzy of all people to do 
something Ike that, the guy was not a violent person by any means -, he couldn't believe they'd ended up in the 


fucking women's bathroom, what were they supposed to do now-- 
Instead, all he could do was stare at Ozzy and blurt out: "Usually?!" 
Ozzy shrugged. "Yeah, y'know." Nikki gave him a look. 

"No, | don’t know." he put in, and Ozzy smirked. 


"Should probably wait here for a bit ‘til they forget about all that" he told him. Nikki continued to stare at him 


incredulously. 


"Forget about all that?!" he asked, slightly angrier than he'd intended. He gestured to the outside of the 
bathroom. "You expect them to forget that a couple of fucking dudes wearing dresses were making out on 


stage?!" 


"Sixx, c'mon, mate." Ozzy began, giving Nikki a look. The bassist ignored him, turning around to stare at the wall, 
trying to hide the embarrassment on his face. 


"What the fuck?" he muttered, more to himself than Ozzy. "Goddammit, everyone thinks-- knows l'm some 
fucking freak now, fuckin'--goddammit, Oz!" He whirled around to face the singer, who was staring at him with 


narrowed eyes. "Why'd you have to fuckin’ make me do this?! Why did we have to come here and g--" 


"Sixx," Ozzy cut in, grabbing the front of Nikki's shirt and pushing him against the wall. As he reached out to 
grab the bassist's face, Nikki found his rage beginning to dissipate as Ozzy stared at him with an annoyed 


expression. "calm the fuck down already." 


Nikki breathed out slowly, staring up at the ceiling. Maybe they would forget about all that soon It was a club, 
after all, there were freaks that came in there all the time. Still, Nikki hadn't wanted everyone to know he was 


one of those freaks. 


That's when he noticed that Ozzy was still holding his face and staring at him, and he looked back at the 
singer, suddenly seeing past the heavy makeup smeared on his face. There was a look in his eyes that Nikki 
didn't quite understand, but for some reason, it made him want to pull Ozzy closer, slide his hands down his 
sides and grab his waist.. 


Well, if they were going to stay in here for a whie.. 


Nikki pulled the singer close to him, crashing their lips together. Ozzy's hands wandered down to tangle with 
Nikki's, before he pinned them against the wall and pressed his front against the bassist's. When they 
separated, panting heavily in the thick air, Ozzy smirked at him. 


"Yer gettin’ better at that." he murmured, glancing over to the door for a moment before looking back at 


Nikki and throwing him a sly grin. "Y'know what | think would be fun?" 


Nikki didn't get a chance to react before he was shoved over the sink, bent over with his ass in the air, and 
Ozzy's hands on his hips. He breathed out slowly, his fingers gripping the edges, as Ozzy grinded against him 
from behind. They would be in here for a while, after all 


"Everyone's right outside." Ozzy murmured into Nikki's ear, his hands reaching out to grip the bassist's wrists. 
"Anyone could come in at any second an’ see y'like this." Nikki gasped sharply at the singer's words. He'd never 
considered himself an exhibitionist, but something about their current position, especially the way Ozzy had 

described it, was turning him on immensely. Some part of him liked the idea that anyone could walk in on them 


at any moment, or possibly hear him if he was too loud. 


Ozzy grinded his hips against Nikki's ass again, and the bassist had to bite his lip to keep from moaning aloud, 
his fists clenching from where they were pinned against the sink. "What d'ya want, Sixx?" the singer asked, 


leaning down to take a hard bite of Nikki's neck, and the bassist exhaled shakily. 


"Fuck me." Nikki gasped, his face flushing as he said it out loud. He took a glance at the mirror and saw Ozzy 


smirking from behind him. 


'Louder" the singer breathed, and Nikki swallowed roughly. 
"Fuck me, Ozzy!" he shouted, a little bit louder than he should have. Apparenty, Ozzy thought so as well 
"Bloody hell, not that loud, fuck" he muttered. Nikki stared at him from the mirror. 

"You said louder!" he put in. 


"I didn't mean that fuckin’ loud!" Ozzy countered, before he cracked up, and Nikki laughed right along with him. 
His laugh soon turned into a moan as Ozzy lifted up his skirt and slapped his ass, before the singer's hands 


began to wander further down, further inward. 


A few minutes later, Ozzy was inside him, neither of them having taken off their outfits. Ozzy had only pulled 
his pink leggings down and lifted up his skirt, just enough to get his cock out, and Nikki hadn't even taken his 
thong off, only lifted his skirt as well and had his stockings yanked down by Ozzy. Every time the singer 
thrusted into him, his skirt would brush against Nikki's ass, sending liquid fire through the bassist's veins. 


Panting, Nikki lowered his head onto his arms, but Ozzy simply grabbed his hair and yanked his head back, 
making the bassist look at himself in the mirror. Seeing his reflection, his face red and flushed, his eyes half- 
lidded and lips parted with drool dripping from his lips, his lipstick all smeared and his eyeliner starting to 
smudge, was incredibly hot, but it wasn't his face that was arousing him so much. It was Ozzy's - from behind 
the bassist, the singer's expression was a mask of arousal, his eyes fixed on Nikki and storming with lust as he 


bit his lip. 


Jesus Nikki hadn't really had the chance to see Ozzy's sex face until now, since the last times they'd fucked, 
Ozzy had either been behind him or in the dark But seeing it now, especially combined with similar smeared 
makeup and the thrill of possibly getting caught, Nikki felt like he was so close and they'd barely even started 
yet. 


"Look at yerself" Ozzy growled, the hand in Nikki's hair yanking again and making him moan loudly. The bassist 
breathed heavily, grabbing the edges of the sink and trying to prop himself up with shaky arms. He continued 


to watch Ozzy's face twist in pleasure from the mirror, and he smirked. 


"| like watchin you, though." he remarked, and he could see the way Ozzy's face changed immediately, the way 


his eyes darkened. 


A second later, the singer pulled out of him and lifted him off the sink, before he maneuvered the bassist to 
sit on the edge of it instead, so that he was facing Ozzy. He spread Nikki's legs and set them on his shoulders, 
before he reentered him with one swift, hard thrust that almost made Nikki scream. 


"Fuck!" he shouted, both from the singer beginning to fuck him harder, and the skirt brushing his cock. His 
hands shot out to grab anything they could reach, which ended up being Ozzy's hair. As soon as he tugged on 


the strands he'd snatched, the singer let out a loud moan, letting his head fall forward. His eyes widening, Nikki 
yanked on Ozzy's hair again, pulling another breathy groan from him. He pulled hard on Ozzy's hair to make him 
put his head up, and the expression on the other man's face along with the sound he made was one of the 


hottest things Nikki had ever seen. 


Goddamn. So he'd finally discovered something Ozzy liked. "Sixx." the singer groaned, his voice breathless, and 
Nikki yanked him closer so he could crash their lips together. Ozzy's hands came up to grab Nikki's shoulders, 
short nails raking down his back, and Nikki continued to tug on his hair, his legs wrapping around Ozzy's waist 
and forcing him deeper inside. After a few moments, Ozzy pulled back, grunting out a warning before spilling 
inside the bassist with a shaky moan. 


Nikki panted heavily, biting his lip as Ozzy pulled out of him again, the bassist's cock still throbbing and almost 
painfully hard at this point. Before he could say anything, Ozzy dropped to his knees, spread Nikki's legs open, 
and took him into his mouth. 


Nikki threw his head back against the mirror and slapped a hand over his mouth as a scream was forced from 
his throat. "Jesus fucking god, Oz!" he yelled, feeling like he was about to die. He didn't think he'd ever been so 
turned on, and what Ozzy was doing with his mouth was keeping him right on the edge, so fucking close, but not 
able to get there. The singer knew exactly what he was doing, and Nikki sobbed in pleasure as the warm, wet 
heat of Ozzy's mouth moved up and down his cock. "Fuck--fucking god--fuck-—!" 


His hands moved down involuntarily, fisting in Ozzy's hair and tugging slightly, and the singer groaned around 
Nikki's cock. Just that, the vibrations through his dick, was enough to send him over the edge. The second Nikki 


came, Ozzy pulled back, letting Nikki cum all over his face. 


Nikki leaned back against the mirror, his breathing coming in heavy gasps as he came down from his high. He 
glanced down, letting out a sound between a sigh and a groan at the sight of Ozzy with his face covered in 
Nikki's load. The singer lifted a hand to his face and wiped some of the cum away, before he licked the palm of 
his hand and slowly, deliberately sucked every finger into his mouth. If Nikki hadn't just cum, he was sure he'd 
be instantly hard again at the sight of Ozzy licking his seed off his hand like candy. 


That's when the door suddenly creaked open, and three young women took one look inside the bathroom, at the 
two men wearing women's clothes - Nikki sitting on the edge of the sink with his cock still out, and Ozzy 
kneeling on the floor with some of Nikki's cum still on his face -, and screamed before running out. Nikki stared 
in shock, his jaw dropped, and Ozzy just sat there looking at the door, before he looked up at Nikki with a 


sheepish expression 
"| forgot tock th' door." 


They stared at each other for a moment before they both burst out laughing, the ridiculousness of the whole 
situation hitting Nikki out of nowhere. He couldn't even ask himself what the fuck he was doing anymore - he 
knew exactly what he was doing, and he was having fun on tour with Ozzy. That was all this was, just like the 


singer had explained earlier. And it wasn't like anyone had recognized him earlier - sure, they'd known he was a 


guy in women's clothes, but they hadn't known he was Nikki Sixx. He didn't even think they'd recognized Ozzy as 


anyone but another freak 
And who gave a shit if they were a couple of freaks? At least they both were. 


"Holy shit, man." Nikki muttered after a few moments, still laughing to himself. "That was probably the craziest 


shit I've ever done on any tour." 


"Is up there, yeah." Ozzy put in, and Nikki chuckled breathlessly, shaking his head. Of course something like 


this would be normal to Ozzy. 


"What the fuck have you done that makes this shit look normal?" Nikki asked, sliding down off the edge of the 
sink once he was sure his legs had stopped shaking enough. As they began to walk to the door, Ozzy just 
threw him a sly grin 


"You'll find out." 


Chapter Six 


Author's Notes: 

Well, here's where the drama starts getting a little heavier! And, of course, with some hot stuff still thrown 
in, hah. I'm glad everyone's enjoying it so far-thanks for reading and reviewing the last chapter! I'm trying to 
build up the drama slowly while also mixing the sex stuff in there as well, so it's not just about sex. | do like 
the sex scene in this chapter, but | also like the band arguments as well. Tour happens, y'know. I've also seen a 
lot of videos where Nikki gets mad on stage, so I'm trying to portray those apparent anger issues he's got. l'm 
enjoying where its heading, and I'm glad everyone else seems to be as welll As always, thank you to everyone 


who has read and reviewed the previous chapters. Hope you enjoy :) 


It seemed like the closer Nikki was beginning to get with Ozzy, the farther away he was getting from his own 
bandmates. 


Somehow, everything just seemed to go downhill over the next few days. They'd had shows every night over 
the week, all in different states, and the pressure of the shows as well as the added stress of travelling long 
distances over a short period of time was fraying at the nerves of all the guys, even the normally calm Mick. 
Things that hardly mattered were setting them off, something as simple as a missed beat at soundcheck 
leading to an argument that spiraled downhill until it wasn't even about the original subject anymore. 


It made itself especially apparent when Nikki had stepped onto the tour bus to prepare for the show that 
night, and he'd ended up walking straight into an argument between Tommy and Vince..over the setlist. 


From the way they were yelling at each other, it seemed like a lot bigger of an issue, but they were really 
just causing a huge scene over what songs they were going to play that night. Mick was sitting off to the side, 
staring at the two shout at each other with an annoyed look 


‘lm just tryin’ to offer some suggestions!" Tommy yelled, throwing his arms up in exasperation. "Fuck! You 
don't have to be such a fuckin prima donna about it!" 


"And I'm trying to say | don't wanna change the setlist!" Vince shouted back, and Nikki stared at his two 
bandmates in disbelief. Did they even hear themselves? "| put it together! Stay outta my business!" 


‘Its not your business, its the whole band's business!" Tommy countered. "It's not your band, its our band! So 
we should all get a say in what songs we play!" 


"That doesn't make sense!" Vince hollered, and Nikki rolled his eyes. How the hell had this argument even 


started, and what was the point of it? His bandmates were acting like a couple of overdramatic teenage girls. 


Finally, Mick stepped in. "Alright, enough!" he yelled, standing up and going to stand between Vince and Tommy. 


‘Im sick of both of you! Whatever we have on the setlist now is what we're playing! The show is in two hours, 


stop starting shit right before! It's just a list of songs! It's not that big of a fuckin’ deal!" 


"You know its not just about the songs!" Tommy put in, gesturing to Vince. "It's him being a goddamn control 
freak!" 


Vince glared at him. "You're the one wh--" 
"Shut the fuck up, already!" Mick snapped, Vince and Tommy immediately shutting their mouths at the voice of 
their guitarist. Mick didn't usually get mad, and when he did, it could get ugly fast. 


Tommy crossed his arms and stared at the floor, while Vince simply sighed dramatically before he stormed 
out of the bus. Tommy followed him, and Mick let out an exasperated groan as he went after them, the three 
of them yelling at each other the whole time. Nikki watched the scene with disbelief, hardly even able to figure 
out what the hell had just happened. What the fuck? 


He went to join them outside, starting to say his own opinion on the matter and tell Vince exactly where he 
could stick his setlist, when, at that moment a van conveniently decided to pull up right next to them, stopping 


the band's argument as the window rolled down and a voice called out to them. 
“Ey, mates, y'wanna ride?" 


Ozzy. Of course he'd chosen now to show up, leaning out the side of his band's van Before any of the guys 
spoke, Jake leaned out the other window. 


"The bus broke down" he explained. "So we're takin’ the van to the show. You could join us, if you want." He 


looked so uncomfortable saying the words, like he didn't actually want the Motley Crue guys to join them. 


Nikki considered it for a moment, completely ignoring his bandmates still muttering to themselves next to him. 
Maybe if they were all in the van with Ozzy and his band then they'd stop fighting, hopefully realizing that 
they shouldn't argue in front of those guys. Or at all, really. What had been the point of this argument 


anyway? 
Or maybe it'd just make everything worse. 


"Come on" Mick muttered, putting his hands on Vince's and Tommy's shoulders and leading them into the van 
without waiting for them to respond. "Maybe you guys can shut the fuck up in front of these guys." So he'd 
had the same idea Nikki had. 


Nikki didn't realize he'd just been standing there staring until the van door slid open, and Ozzy beckoned him 
over with a smirk and a wave of his hand. That was when Nikki realized that the singer was sitting by himself 
all the way in the back seats of the van, and he smirked as he moved to join him. Had Ozzy planned this whole 
thing? 


"Hey, mate." Ozzy greeted him as soon as Nikki slipped into the back of the van, throwing an arm around the 
bassist's shoulders and pulling him against his side. Nikki grinned, a warm feeling suddenly bursting in his chest 
as he put his head on the singer's shoulder. 


"Hey, Oz." he said, his eyes slipping halfway closed as Ozzy's hand around his back began to rub his shoulder. 


"Bloody hell, yer fuckin’ wound up and y' haven't even had the show yet" the singer commented, his hand 
massaging the tight muscles in Nikki's back, and the bassist let out a sigh. He just shrugged and let his eyes 
slip closed, not really in the mood to discuss his band's arguments with Ozzy. 


He found himself getting more relaxed the longer Ozzy's hands were on him, and it didn't take him long to get 
lost in the feeling of the singer's hands moving over his shoulders, his back, over his neck and through his 
hair, his other hand creeping over to rest on his thigh--wait. Nikki smirked as he opened his eyes, watching 
Ozzy's hand subtly crawl towards the inner seam of his pants before it moved away, still on his thigh. 


"Enjoyin' yourself, there?" Nikki remarked, and Ozzy chuckled. 


"Seems like you are, as well” he put in, his fingers trailing lightly over the bulge beginning to form in Nikki's 
leather pants. The bassist inhaled sharply, a familiar longing burn forming in the pit of his stomach as Ozzy 
touched him again. 


"Fuck, Oz, here?" Nikki groaned quietly, freezing momentarily as he glanced at his bandmates sitting in the seats 
in front of them. They didn't seem like they had noticed, talking and laughing loudly amongst themselves - at 
least they were getting along now -, and Nikki hissed as the heel of Ozzy's hand pressed against his quickly 


growing bulge. "Now?" 


"| was just gonna suck y' off" Ozzy told him, and even in the faint light, Nikki could see that familiar smirk 


crawling across the singer's face. "But y' gave me a better idea." 


"Fucking Christ, Ozzy, just because you have an idea doesn't mean its a good idea" Nikki muttered, though a 
smirk was beginning to pull at his lips as well. Ozzy grinned at him, his hand gripping Nikki's hard-on through 
his pants, and the bassist inhaled sharply. 


"Y'seem t think its a good idea" Ozzy murmured, and Nikki just gave a breathy laugh as his arms came up to 
wrap around the singer's shoulders and pull him closer. "Remember in th' bathroom of th’ club?" Nikki nodded 
as he let out a chuckle. How could he ever forget? "How | fucked y' when anyone coulda walked in? Sijus' like 


that..." 


No. No, it really wasn't. Sure, both times there had been a risk of getting caught, but in the club bathroom, 
they at least had some privacy. They were surrounded by people right outside, but that was the key word - 
outside. Here, in the van, Nikki's and Ozzy's bandmates were right there. In the club bathroom, they had to keep 
it down slightly, but it was pretty certain that the people outside wouldn't hear them over the music. But in 


here, any little movement or sound could be heard by anyone. And all it would take was one hard thrust that 


jostled the van a little too much, or one stifled moan that wasn't as well stifled as it should have been. 


But somehow, just as he'd thought in the club, there was something incredibly intriguing about the idea. One or 


more of his bandmates could turn around at any moment and catch him in the act.. 
"Not really." Nikki remarked with a smirk. 

But he still wanted it. The second Ozzy had put the idea in his head, he'd wanted it. 
Fuck it, yknow? 


They made out on the seats for a few minutes, before Ozzy had stuck his fingers in Nikki's mouth, letting the 
bassist suck on them and coat them with saliva. The whole time, Nikki could hear his bandmates talking in the 


seats in front of them, along with Ozzy's bandmates as well. All it would take was one mistake.. 


It was another couple minutes before Ozzy was fully inside him, both of them still fully clothed with only their 
pants down, but not moving yet as Nikki buried his face in his arms folded on the seat, panting heavily already. 


Ozzy leaned down to whisper in Nikki's ear. "Can y' stay quiet?" he murmured, his fingers trailing lightly down 
the bassist's sides under his shirt, each touch sending little electric shocks over Nikki's skin. 


"| don't really have a choice." Nikki remarked, biting his lip as he smirked. A second later, Ozzy thrusted hard 


into him, and he would have let out a loud moan if the singer hadn't slapped his hand over his mouth. 


"Yer pretty fuckin’ loud, y'know." Ozzy commented, and Nikki had to agree. The singer continued to speak, his 
voice lowering into a husky growl that sent liquid fire straight to Nikki's cock. "Y! moan like a whore, Sixx. 

Y'know that? And y'look like one too. With all that makeup on yer face, y'look jus' like a pretty whore, Sixx. Is 
that what y' are? | think y' want ‘em t hear ya. | think y' wanna show ‘em how much y' like gettin’ fucked: 


Jesus fucking Christ. Nikki almost came right then and there. He slapped his own hand over his mouth, biting the 
palm of his hand as he actually whined low in his throat. "Fuck, 0z, when you say shit like that." He'd never 
considered himself one to be into being called things like that during sex, hell, he didn't even really say shit like 
that to the groupies he fucked. But fuck, when Ozzy said it..and his fucking voice--! 


"Yilike it, huh?" the singer murmured, thrusting once, and Nikki gasped shakily. "Y'like bein’ called a whore? Y'like 


bein’ a whore?" 


"Yeah." Nikki breathed, and because he knew Ozzy would like it, threw the singer a half-lidded gaze over his 
shoulder, slowly and deliberately licking his lips before he grinned devilishly. "I like bein’ a whore, 02" 


They went hard and fast, one of Ozzy's hands pinning both of Nikki's wrists to the seat while the other hand 
stayed over the bassist's mouth, muffling the moans he couldn't hold back. It wasn't long before Ozzy decided 
to change their positions, shifting so that he was sitting up with Nikki in his lap, facing the front of the van 


and riding his cock Even more of a chance of someone in the van catching them. 
Yet somehow, that made it more fun. 


"Hey, Sixx?" Vince called, and Nikki froze. He felt Ozzy pause behind him as well, before the singer let his hand 
fall away from the bassist's mouth. 


"Uh, yeah?" Nikki asked, hoping his voice didn't sound as breathy and wrecked as he thought it did. He swallowed 
roughly at the feeling of Ozzy's hands sliding down his sides and settling on his hips. 


"You got the setlist?" Vince questioned, turning around to look at Nikki now. What luck he was having tonight. He 
nodded, reaching into his pocket to grab the folded up paper before he shoved it at Vince, mentally kicking 
himself for being so jumpy. Vince had raised an eyebrow at his sudden, seemingly frantic motions, and Nikki 
could only sit there stiffly as the singer gave him a puzzled gaze. 


"You alright, Sixx?" he put in. Nikki almost burst out laughing. "You look kinda sick." 


"Yeah." the bassist muttered quickly, hoping he sounded convincing enough for Vince to turn back around and 
get back to talking to the other guys. So Nikki could go back to getting fucked by Ozzy. Who was still inside 
him, sitting quietly behind him as his hands rubbed slow circles over Nikki's thighs. "| guess l'm just." What 
was a good excuse? At least it was dark enough for Vince to not quite make out all the details of Nikki's 


flushed, sweaty face, and the fact that he was sitting in Ozzy's lap. "kinda nervous about the show ton-IGHT- 


His voice broke and he let out a sharp gasp as the van went over a bump, the movement of the car forcing 
Ozzy's cock deeper inside him and hitting that spot that made him see stars for a second. If Vince hadn't been 
giving him a confused stare earlier, he definitely was now. Nikki panted as he desperately tried to think of an 
excuse, all the while attempting and failing to ignore his painfully hard cock and Ozzy's muffled snickering 
behind him. 


"Fuck, sorry, l--l." What dd he do that had caused him to make that sound? "| just dropped my bass on my 
foot." Mice one, Sixx. The look on Vince's face told Nikki that he really didn't believe him, but it wasn't like he 
was going to say anything. 


"Well, don't be too nervous about the show." he commented, giving the bassist a small grin. "This crowd's not 


much bigger than the ones we've already played for." 


"Yeah, great." Nikki forced out through gritted teeth, hardly paying attention to Vince anymore. All he could 
focus on were Ozzy's hands, one sliding up his shirt and over his chest and the other hovering at the edge of 
his cock. But, of course, Vince had to keep talking. 


"D'ya think we should bring out the flames at the beginning or the middle of the show?" he asked, and Nikki 


heaved a sigh that was something between pleasure and exasperation. 


| don't know, Vince." he grunted, before he gasped sharply again as the van went over another bump at the 
same time Ozzy's hand closed around his cock. Thankfully, Vince didn't seem to notice this time. He sighed 


dramati cally. 


"Alright, fine, if you're gonna be in that pissed off mood, I'll just ask the other guys." he muttered, finally 
turning around and going back to talking with his bandmates again. Finally allowing Ozzy to shove Nikki back onto 
the seats and pin him down, pounding into the bassist and pulling shaky, quiet gasps from him. 


Just as Nikki was getting close, as he felt that familiar feeling building in the pit of his stomach, the van 
abruptly stopped, and his eyes shot open as he heard the click and slam of a door. Fuck Fuck. They'd arrived at 
the venue. Ozzy had realized it as well, and both of them barely had time to pull away from each other, yank 
their pants back up, and go back to sitting like nothing was going on. Like they hadn't been fucking each other 


seconds ago. 


The van door slid open, revealing one of Ozzy's crew members, who beckoned them over. Nikki quickly grabbed 
his bass, holding it in front of himself as he uncomfortably stepped out of the van. He was so hard it actually 
hurt, and the friction of his cock against his leather pants wasn't helping matters either as he tried to get 


into the venue as quickly as he could. 


Nikki actually ran through the hallways of the venue, keeping his bass pressed against his front to hide his 
raging hard-on as he panted heavily. Crew members called out to him, but he couldn't answer them even if he 


wanted to. His mind had gone completely blank except for one thing - he needed fo cum. Right fucking now. 


It had probably taken only a couple minutes for him to reach his dressing room, but to the bassist, it felt like 
an eternity before he'd been able to slam himself in the room, yank his pants down, and wrap his hand around 


his cock. 


He groaned as he let his head fall back against the wall, one hand furiously stroking his cock and his teeth 
biting down on the palm of his other hand as he tried to keep himself quiet. Just seconds into it, and seemingly 
seconds before he was about to explode, the door of his dressing room burst open, and he didn't even get a 
chance to react before he was grabbed and shoved over the couch by the mirror with someone's fingers 


inside him almost instantly. 


He let out a noise between a moan and a laugh as he turned to see Ozzy behind him with a similar desperate 
look on his face, before he screeched out loud as the singer entered him with one swift, hard thrust. Now 
that they were in the dressing room, still surrounded by people but not as bad as before - at least they had 


walls around them now -, Nikki could be as loud as he wanted. 
"Fuck--fuck--! God--fuck, Ozzy, fuck! Shit--! Fuck, faster, Oz! Fuck, fuck, please, fuck." 


Word spilled from his mouth easily, over only a course of a few seconds. It didn't take long for them both to 
cum, Nikki exploding first with a breathy almost-scream, and Ozzy spilling inside him moments later with a 


string of groaned curses. 


Just seconds after they'd both cum, and they were both panting and lying across the couch, Nikki slumped 


over the edge and Ozzy lying across his back, there was a voice from outside the door. 
"Check in five!" 


Nikki immediately sat up, trying to prop himself up on his still-weak arms, only to fall back on his face onto 
the couch. Ozzy chuckled before he stood up, pulling out of the bassist and crossing the room. Nikki watched 
him from where he laid, still sprawled over the arm of the couch with his ass in the air, making him feel like a 


debauched whore. He loved it. 


He smiled lightly to himself as Ozzy returned with a wet cloth to clean them both up, before he felt the 


singer's hand slap his ass, and he jumped a bit. 


"Have fun." Ozzy murmured, leaning down to breathe the words into Nikki's ear, trailing his fingers down the 


bassist's back before he moved away and began making his way to the door. 


Nikki grinned as he began to regain some of his strength, propping himself up on his elbows and turning to 
watch Ozzy walk away. "Oh, | willl" he called, catching sight of Ozzy's smirk before the singer was gone. He 
stared after him for a few moments, grinning to himself, before he chuckled under his breath and finally stood 


up. 


The show was one of the greatest Nikki had ever played Everything had gone well, despite the argument over 
the setlist later. They had just left the setlist alone like Vince had wanted, and, as it turned out, it really 
wasn't that big of a deal for any of them. They seemed to forget about the fight as well, all jumping around 
stage and getting close to each other as they would when things were good between all of them. Those times 
when they wouldn't be four people, but one band, seemingly reading each others’ thoughts and knowing exactly 
what to do. This had been one of those shows - Nikki hadn't ever wanted it to end. 


But, of course, there always had to be something to ruin everything. 


It was in the middle of the afterparty that he heard it. "Hey, Sixx!" Oh, for fuck's sake. Nikki's good mood 
instantly began to plummet as soon as he heard Vince call for him. Lately, itd seemed like every time Vince 
had gone to tell him something, it was some sort of criticism. He could also tell by the tone of the singer's 
voice that he was going to say something that would be a judgment of some sort. 


He heaved an exasperated sigh as he turned to face Vince, who was staring at him with his arms crossed 


over his chest. Another great sign “What do you want now, Vince?" he muttered. 


"Dude, were you wasted on stage tonight?" Vince asked, laughing a little bit, but there was a sarcastic edge to 
it. Nikki glared at him but he kept talking. "You kept missin’ the beat! And you were too loud, man. | mean, shit, 


leave somethin! for the rest of us!" 


Nikki stared at him with a multitude of different emotions. Shock, disbelief, rage, all of those were spinning 
around in his head as he stared at the singer in front of him, along with a bit of hurt with it. He'd thought 
that show had gone so well..and Vince had to fucking complain about it. 


He glared at Vince for a second before he stepped forward and roughly shoved him back, staring him down 
"Fuck you, Vince." he snapped, and the singer glared right back at him. 


"Fuck, you don't have to be in that fuckin’ pissy mood!" he shouted. "| was just tellin’ you what | thought! 
Goddamn!" 


Before Nikki had the chance to tell Vince exactly what he thought of his opinion, someone else decided to join 
them. "Whoa, hey, what's goin’ on over here?" Tommy asked, coming over to stand next to Vince. Nikki ignored 


him, still shouting at Vince. 


"| didn't need to hear what you fucking thought!" he yelled. "| thought it was a great show, but | guess if 
everything wasn't going how you wanted it, it fucking sucked!" Vince was about to counter, but Nikki kept talking. 
If | was gonna tell you what | thought too, I'd talk about how you were behind the beat and out of key during 


‘Too Fast For Love', but | wasn't going to, because | didn't want to run the show" 


Vince gave him such an offended, aghast look that Nikki almost burst out laughing. The bassist could tell that 


Vince was about to start ranting again, but Tommy piped up instead. 


"Hey, c'mon!" he put in. "It wasn't that bad!" He looked at Nikki, grinning like this whole thing was just some big 


joke. "You only missed the beat a couple times!” 


Nikki just glared at him. "Well, you fucked up those drum fills you put in ‘Looks That Kill, but like | said, | didn't 
want to ruin the show" he hissed. He was kind of making shit up at this point, but it seemed to work, Tommy's 
expression changing immediately. The drummer didn't look as furious as Vince, but there was definitely anger 


mixed in with his hurt expression. 
"Well, fuck, man, | thought it was good” he muttered, and Nikki gaped at him. 


"So did I!" he shouted. "| thought it was a great show!" He stared at Vince. "But of course it wasn't good enough 


for Mr-goddamn-control-freak here!" 


Before Vince could start up again, Nikki whirled around and stormed out of the afterparty, slamming the door 
behind him as he made his way down the hallway. He felt the rage burning furiously in his stomach, his fists 
clenched by his sides and shaking slightly. As he strode away, he heard yet another voice call for him. 


“Ey, Sixx, mate!" Ozzy. While normally the singer's voice would put a grin on his face, all he could feel was the 
white hot anger that had spread fire throughout his entire body. He didn't want to hear any more criticism on 
how badly he'd played in what he'd thought was such a great show. Especially not from Ozzy. 


Nikki whirled around to face Ozzy, his face twisted in fury. "Fuck off, | don't want to fucking talk about the 
GODDAMN SHOW anymore!" he yelled. Ozzy stared at him in surprise for a moment before he narrowed his 


eyes. 


"| wasn't gon’ talk about th’ ‘goddamn show, but alright." the singer muttered, before he turned back around 
and made his way back to the afterparty. Nikki suddenly felt like the world's biggest dumbass. Ozzy actually 
gave a shit about him, unlike his own bandmates lately, and Nikki had just fucked that up for the night as well. 


Great. Not only were two of his bandmates pissed at him, now Ozzy was mad at him too. He just couldn't stop 
pissing people off tonight, it seemed. And he wasn't even trying to. It seemed like everyone had decided to turn 
against him for some reason. Goddammit 


How had things changed so quickly over the night? Him and his bandmates had started out fighting, then they'd 
had a great show - at least Nikki thought it was a great show, he still did, even despite what Vince and 
Tommy had said -, and they'd ended the night with an argument. 


When Nikki got back to his hotel room, he stayed alone for the night, ending up passed out on the floor 


surrounded by bottles and cans, a strap tied loosely around his arm and a needle lying in one of his hands. 


Chapter Seven 


Author's Notes: 

And more drama coming up! Along with hot stuff, as well. Literally, too. You'll see what | mean, hah. Thanks 
everyone who read and reviewed the last chapter-|'m glad you all liked it! We got a little bit of a longer one 
here-| just started writing, and | kept going, and.kept going, and | wanted to have it where there was sex and 
drama in the same chapter, so | hope you all enjoy this longer chapter! The kinky scene was fun to write, hah. 


Thank you to everyone who read and reviewed the last chapter. Hope you enjoy :) 


Nikki didn't go back to his own band's tour bus for two weeks. 


He knew he was being immature, he knew that he'd been causing just as many problems as the rest of his 
bandmates, but he wasn't only avoiding them because he didn't want to deal with their bullshit. Specifically 
Vince's bullshit. He didn't want to deal with them arguing with each other either, or starting shit with him 
when he wasn't in the mood for it. He'd still play shows with them, do the soundchecks and everything without 
too many problems, but he couldn't stay around them all the time. He just didn't want to deal with them right 


now. 


So he stayed on Ozzy's tour bus. The singer was fine with that, though he often told Nikki that avoiding his 
bandmates wouldn't fix any of their issues. Nikki didn't really understand that - if he didn't talk to his 
bandmates, they wouldn't argue, and wouldn't cause any problems. How would not talking to them be worse 


than trying to make them listen when they wouldn't? Then Ozzy would tell him he'd figure that one out on his 
own, and Nikki would think too much, and they'd end up in bed together later in the night. Routine things. 


He had been thinking about how to possibly patch things up with his own bandmates lately, though. Even if he 
wasn't actively trying to, he was still thinking about it. Mostly about how he wasn't sure if he could. 


Maybe he could talk to Mick about it, he realized when the bus was stopped at a gas station, the rest of the 
guys chatting amongst themselves as he leaned against the side of the bus with his arms crossed. He 
wondered if his guitarist had also grown sick of Vince's bullshit, if at some point during the past couple weeks 
he'd joined in the arguments between Vince and Tommy. Goddammit, Nikki really needed to go back to his bus, 
try to sort some of his band's bullshit out-- 


“Ey, Sixx," Ozzy began, pulling the bassist from his thoughts, and he moved to stand in front of the singer. 


"we're changin' th' bus tires. It's gonna take a while, so | wanna show y' somethin." 


Ozzy took his hand, and Nikki let himself be led, glad to be away from his thoughts again. He'd sort out his 
band bullshit later. Right now, Ozzy was..going to show him something. What the hell would Ozzy be showing 


him? 


They walked down the street for a while before it suddenly occured to Nikki, and he looked down at his and 
Ozzy's joined hands as the singer continued to lead him down the sidewalk. Him and Ozzy were holding hands 
now. In public, no less. Like a high school couple. Oh, goddammit--what the fuck were they, now-- 


"Hey, Oz?" Nikki began. The singer made a noise of acknowledgment and the bassist continued talking. "What is 
this?" 


"Hm?" Ozzy asked. 


"This." Nikki put in, holding up their joined hands and making some sort of gesture. "And.this whole thing, really. 
What's this supposed to be?" 


Ozzy stared off into the distance for a moment, appearing deep in thought, before he turned back to Nikki with 
that half-smile on his face. "What d'ya want it + be?" 


Nikki's mind went blank for a few seconds as he stood there blinking with a dumbfounded look on his face, 


before he was finally able to get a response out: "Uhhh--uhhhh..” 


"Well, alright, then, that's profound" Ozzy remarked, smiling up at Nikki and tightening his grip on the bassist's 
hand. "What'd | tell y' before? Jus' a couple o' blokes havin’ fun on tour. Doesn't have t be anything more than 
that unless y'want it To." 


| don't know--l--" Nikki stammered, trying to put his thoughts into words. "| mean--| don't want to--to-- 
this..doesn't bother me.." Goddammit, he was still just as bad at this as he always was. Ozzy smirked. 


"Well, that's good, it doesn't bother me, either." he put in. He suddenly gave Nikki a more serious look "Yer 
thinkin’ too much again, mate. It doesn't have t be somethin’ if y' don't want it to, and it could be if y'do. We 
don't have t call it anything, y'know. Remember | said sometimes y'gotta jus' let things happen?" Nikki nodded, 
smiling slightly, and Ozzy grinned. "So jus' let it happen if y'want it thappen" He suddenly stopped, and threw 
Nikki a devilish smirk "Now, c'mon, | wanted t take y'here" 


That's when Nikki noticed they were in front of a building, and he hardly had time to look up and catch the 
"ADULT STORE" sign before Ozzy pulled him inside. 


"Welcome, guys, we've currently got a sale going on ribbed vibrating dildos." the guy behind the counter 
greeted them, and Nikki's mind blanked out as he stared straight ahead with no expression. 


"What" the bassist stated, and Ozzy laughed, releasing Nikki's hand to wrap his arm around his back instead. 
"C'mon, Sixx." he put in, beginning to lead Nikki down one of the many aisles. 


"Dude." Nikki began, chuckling. Ozzy just smirked at him. 


‘Sometimes y'gotta have some fun by tryin things, y'know?" he remarked, and Nikki thought about it for a 


moment before he just shrugged. Hey, when on four with Ozzy Osbourne.. 


They walked around the store for a few minutes, Nikki trying his best to get used to being surrounded by 
dozens of sex toys, while Ozzy simply grabbed the ones he was interested in - and, of course, what he wanted 


to try with Nikki. 


Just as Nikki was looking at one of the rope sets, something he wasn't opposed to trying, actually, he heard 
Ozzy's voice behind him. "How ‘bout this?" he asked, and before Nikki was able to turn around and see what it 
was, something hard slapped him across the ass. 


"Jesus!" he shouted, a little louder than he probably should have. He turned to see Ozzy standing there with an 


amused grin, holding a wooden paddle. 


"Alright, we'll get that too, then" he remarked. Nikki stared at him incredulously for a few seconds, the singer 
giving him that same half-smile he always gave him, like everything was completely normal, before he burst 
out laughing. Ozzy laughed right along with him, the two of them cackling to themselves like a pair of idiots. 


That's when Nikki noticed a woman at the other end of the aisle, staring at them, and he immediately stopped 
laughing, standing up straight and setting his face into a neutral expression. Ozzy did the same thing, except he 
couldn't quite keep the slight smirk off his face. The woman looked them up and down once and raised an 
eyebrow before she sighed and walked away, and the two men instantly started laughing again, snickering 


quieter this time. 


They continued to walk around the store, Ozzy grabbing all kinds of different toys and making sure to tell Nikki 
all about the benefits of each. Besides toys, he also made sure to pick out some lube, along with ropes and 
handcuffs. And blindfolds, gags, pretty much everything that made Nikki sigh and shake his head, trying to hide 


his embarrassment. He wasn't used to things like this. 


"(wanna pick somethin'?" Ozzy asked, and Nikki choked on air, his face going red. Leave it to Ozzy to so casually 
ask if Nikki would like to pick out his own sex toy, as if they were ordering something at a restaurant. 


"What am | supposed to pick?!" he questioned incredulously, unable to contain the laugh that burst from his 
chest, and Ozzy grinned. 


"Well, if yer intrested in somethin’, go ahead and try it out, y'know?" he put in, and Nikki raised an eyebrow as 
he ran the words over in his head. That was something he definitely needed to do more, he realized. Not just 
with sex, but multiple things, really. 


He took Ozzy's advice, leaving the singer's side and going to search for something he might be interested in, 
even though he didn't even have an idea of what he was going to look for. He didn't use sex toys much with 
groupies - sure, sometimes he'd bring a dildo into it, or tie a chick to the bed, maybe gag her or blindfold her, 
but that was really the farthest he went. Ozzy was choosing things like whips and vibrating butt plugs like he 


did it all the time. Probably did, that kinky bastard Nikki chuckled to himself. How the hell had he ever ended up 
here, with Ozzy Osbourne of all people? 


Jus‘ a couple o' blokes havin fun on tour. Doesnt have t be anything more than that unless ywanł it to. 


Well, when he really got down to it, he could choose to think of it just like that, because that was really all it 
was. He was experimenting with Ozzy, he'd been over this with himself before. And the singer was one of his 
good friends too.who also happened to fuck him sometimes. Friends with benefits would be what he could call 
that, but he didn't really want to use that term. Ozzy was more important to him than just a "fuck buddy" or 


something. 


Was it really that big of a deal? Did he have to think so much about it? As Ozzy had said, they were just a 
couple of guys having fun on tour. Of course, in Nikki's mind, it wasn't that simple, but maybe he should start 
thinking the way Ozzy did, he mused to himself as he was looking at the different sex toys in front of him. 


Some of them he'd never even heard of. 
Hold on.. 


Raising an eyebrow, he grabbed something that he'd been curious about in the past. A groupie had brought it 
up to him once, telling him she had a fantasy of using this with him, but they hadn't had any on them at the 
time. It'd stayed in the back of his mind, though - he'd been intrigued by what she saw in it, why she might 
be into it. Somewhere along the way, that curiousity for why she had been into it had morphed into curiousity 
to try it for himself. He'd never had the chance, though. But now.. 


He jumped when he felt a hand grab his ass, grinning and shaking his head when Ozzy put his head on the 
bassist's shoulder from behind, sliding his hand up Nikki's back "Y*find somethin’ yet?" he asked, and Nikki 
smirked. They both looked down to what Nikki was holding, and Ozzy made an amused sound. “That right? 
Y'know, | haven't tried that before." 


Nikki raised an eyebrow in surprise. Something Ozzy hadn't done? Nikki always thought Ozzy had tried 


everything at least once. But if that was the case in this scenario.. 


"Even more reason to try it, then" 


Hours later, Nikki found himself tied to the bed in Ozzy's hotel room, shirtless, with a blindfold covering his 
eyes. He breathed deeply, trying to control his pounding heart. There was some part of him that was still 
unsure, still slightly afraid by what he was trying, but the part that was winning over was the intrigued part 
from earlier. He wanted this, he just didn't know if he'd like it or not. 


He could hear Ozzy getting everything ready from across the room - even though he'd also never done this 
before, he had more knowledge of what to do, even adding something else besides what Nikki had gotten from 
the store. As soon as the bassist breathed out slowly, trying to calm himself down, he heard a shifting beside 
the bed, and felt Ozzy sit on his thighs moments later. 


He hadn't realized he was shaking slightly until that moment, and Ozzy seemed to notice it at the same time he 
did. The singer leaned down to smooth his hands down Nikki's arms. "Relax, Sixx." he murmured, and the bassist 
exhaled slowly. "Y'tell me t'stop if y'want me to" 


Nikki couldn't help the small smile that came to his face and that warm feeling that crept into his chest when 
he was with Ozzy sometimes. He'd never really been with someone who really cared that much about him 
during sex, and he had to admit he'd never really cared much about who he was fucking either. What could he 
say, he got several groupies a night who he hardly even bothered to learn the names of. Sometimes they 
didn't even know his name either - they just knew he was "the bass player in Motley Crue", wanted to fuck 
him just because he was that. But Ozzy wasn't like that-- 


He was snapped out of his thoughts by the feeling of something freezing touching his chest, and he flinched, 
jerking against the ropes holding him to the bed as he inhaled sharply. "Fuck!" he gasped, and he heard Ozzy 
chuckle lightly. "Goddammit, that's fuckin’ cold! Shit!" 


Ozzy laughed. "Well, yeah, 's ice." he remarked. Nikki could hear the smirk in his voice as the singer's hand 
began to trace a pattern on his chest with the ice cube, leaving a melted path on his skin. The bassist 
shivered, both from the ice and Ozzy's voice lowering into that husky, breathy tone. "I think yer gon’ like this, 


Sixx." 


His hand smeared the rest of the cold water over Nikki's chest, and the bassist panted raggedly, his breath 
hitching in his chest at the sound of a lighter being flicked on. That's when he felt himself starting to shake 
again, not just because of the melted ice on his skin and the nervousness, but the anticipation of what he knew 
was coming. Yet on top of all that, he could feel his cock beginning to stir to life, twitching slightly as he 
breathed heavily through his nose. 


The second the hot, melted wax dripped onto his chest, he almost screamed, his body arching up off the bed 
as he writhed against the ropes holding him down. He might have said something, maybe a shouted "fuck" or 
"shit" at the sudden pain, but the curse died on his lips as the wax began to cool. He didn't know what it was, 
but there was some kind of pleasure in the pain. It didn't hurt that much, only a sharp burn when it first hit, 
and as it began to settle, there was something oddly soothing about it. 


Just as he was getting used to the warmth of the wax on his skin, he felt another ice cube run over his 
chest, close to the wax, and he gasped sharply, shivering from the cold sensation clashing with the hot. "02." 
he breathed, and he heard the singer chuckle. 

"Knew you'd like it" he murmured, and Nikki smirked. 


"I thought you said you haven't done this before." he put in 


| haven't," Ozzy told him, and Nikki could hear the smile in his voice as well. "but | had a feelin’ you'd like it 


once we started” And before Nikki could even react, he felt another ice cube on his chest, this time being 


dragged down his stomach. 


He gasped shakily, reflexively arching away from the freezing cold, before he felt sudden heat hit him as more 
hot wax was dripped onto his hips, and he instinctively arched toward the warmth as he hissed at the slight 
pain. The changes in temperature were making his mind fuzzy, his body not sure where it wanted to go, if he 
wanted to get away or get closer. But no matter what he wanted to do, he couldn't move very far against the 


ropes holding him to the bed. He let out a shuddering moan as the singer's cold hands moved over his thighs. 


It was definitely one of the most erotic things he'd ever experienced, being so open and vulnerable with Ozzy 
being so in control, the clashes of hot and cold all over his body. He felt more hot wax drip onto his thighs 
this time, at the same moment the singer slipped a finger inside him. He almost ripped his arms out of the 
ropes when an ice cube ran down the inside of his thigh as Ozzy slipped another finger inside him and curled 
them upwards to press against that spot that forced a shaky moan from his lips. 


"02." he gasped, his body shaking, and he let out a sob as the singer ran an ice cube over his lower stomach. 


"F-fuck.fuck me." 


A moment later, Ozzy was fully inside him, thrusting at the same time he dripped more of the hot wax over 
his chest and thighs. The ice followed it soon after, and Nikki almost screamed as he yanked at the ropes 
holding him to the bed. He wished so badly he could touch the singer, reach out and run his hands over his 
smooth skin, trace his tattoos with his fingers, watch the way his face would change and his eyes would 
darken, his mouth would fall open as he surrendered to the pleasure.. 


"Fuck, Sixx." Ozzy groaned, his voice a breathy growl as he ran his hands down Nikki's chest, over his thighs. 
"Wish y'could see yerself right now.." 


And it was just the combination of everything - the hot wax and freezing icy water all over his body, Ozzy 
inside him, speaking in that low, husky growl - that had him cumming hard without a finger touching his cock. 
A second later, he felt Ozzy spill inside him with a deep groan. 


Nikki had expected them to go a second time once they got in the shower, but that hadn't been what happened 
at all. Instead, Ozzy had taken his time cleaning the bassist up, making sure to keep the water cool to soothe 
the slight burns on his skin and run the washcloth over them carefully, trying to keep it as painless as he 
could. A couple times, when the singer touched one of the more tender ones, Nikki hissed in pain, prompting 


Ozzy to immediately apologize and turn the water down further. 


As soon as the singer had completely cleaned him up, he'd spent another fifteen minutes running his hands 

over the bassist's body, massaging the knots he hadn't even known he'd had in his shoulders and back. By the 
time they were out of the bathroom, Nikki was ready to fall asleep standing up, the pain from the burns not 
even registering anymore. They'd crawled into bed together, a dreamy smile on Nikki's face as he laid his head 


on Ozzy's chest. 


That familiar warm feeling was creeping back into his chest as the singer held him tightly, and he didn't 


question it as he let his eyes slip closed. They didn't speak for the rest of the night, only moving from the 
position they were in a couple times to gaze at each other and end up making out before either of them could 


say anything. 
It was the best, most relaxed Nikki had felt in a while. 


Nikki's good mood transferred over to the next day, and it definitely showed at their soundcheck that night. He 
played every song perfectly, never missing a note or going out of key, and he was actually getting along with 
his bandmates again as well, even though he didn't go back to his own tour bus yet. He didn't want to ruin his 
great mood by possibly getting in an argument with them right before the show. It was going to be a good 
one, he could tell already, by how well the check had gone. 


The show had started out great, just like Nikki had thought. His good mood seemed to transfer to his 
bandmates, the four of them seeming more like one band than four people again for the first time in the past 
couple weeks. Him and Vince were actually getting along, the singer sidling up next to him and putting his head 
on the bassist's shoulder as he sang. He'd put his arm around Nikki's shoulders as well, turning to grin up at 
him between songs, and Nikki had a sudden thought that maybe he could finally go back to his own tour bus 
after this show. He didn't even remember what they'd been fighting about last time they had. 


That was, until Nikki jumped up on a stage riser in the middle of Mick's guitar solo, grinding on his bass and 
stroking the neck, pretending it was his dick, before he turned to jump down, laughing as the crowd cheered. 


But he must have misjudged the distance from the riser to the stage, because one minute he was stepping 
back down, and the next, he was flat on the floor of the stage, wheezing as the air was knocked from his lungs 


and his back spasmed painfully. 


"Whoa, Sixx's down!" Vince shouted into the microphone, and Nikki gritted his teeth, both from the pain in his 
shoulders and the laugh ending Vince's statement. Of course it was all a joke to him. "Shit, man, you're drunk 


already? C'mon, we're not even halfway done yet!" 


The crowd cheered, and Nikki felt his face burn from embarrassment. They wouldn't be cheering if; say, Vince 
had asked if he was alright, or something lke that. But it was all just a joke, wasnt it? He glared at Vince from 
where he was lying, but the singer didn't notice, too busy continuing to talk to the crowd. As he sat up, 
breathing out slowly as he rubbed his shoulder, he happened to glance over at Tommy, who was also laughing 
to himself. Nikki felt like a truck had crashed into his chest. The only one giving him a sort of concerned look 
was Mick, though he hadn't moved from where he stood at his side of the stage. 


Swallowing down the embarrassment and hurt settling in the pit of his stomach, Nikki stiffly stood back up, 
ignoring the way his back pulled and the sudden, sharp pain in his ankle when he was on his feet again. 


Goddammit. 


He managed to get through the rest of the show without falling on his ass again, his back and ankle only 


getting worse as he continued to play and run around the stage like nothing was wrong. His bandmates 


seemingly forgot about it about ten minutes later, which he'd been glad about at first - if they could forget, 
maybe the crowd would disregard it as well. But after the show, not once had any of them asked if he was 
alright, even though he thought it was pretty obvious that he was in pain They were too focused on an 
interview they had scheduled for after the show to even talk to him. 


Except for one of them, of course. 


"Hey, Sixx!" Oh great, Vince again Nikki sighed heavily as he turned to face the angry singer, rubbing his 
shoulder and wincing. He was definitely not in the mood for Vince's bullshit tonight. 


"What." he grunted, and Vince gave him a stare with narrowed eyes. 
"Dude, seriously?" he began. "Were you drunk on stage or what? What the hell happened out there?" 


Nikki heaved an exasperated sigh. "| fell off the stage riser." he told him. "That's it. Why does it have to be 
such a fucking event?" 


Vince rolled his eyes. "Y'know, | was actually wondering if you were pullin a stunt or something." he muttered, 
and Nikki stared at him incredulously. Vince seriously thought he'd fallen on his ass on stage on purpose? 


"Are you fucking serious?" he asked, glaring at Vince. The singer just crossed his arms over his chest. "You 


think | did that shit on purpose? Are you a fucking idiot?" 
"| wouldn't put it past you to try somethin’ like that!" Vince put in, and Nikki continued to gape at him. 


"You're fucking serious?" he asked again. "Vince, why the fuck would | fall on stage on fucking purpose? To make 
you look bad or something? You're that fucking far up your own ass that you think everything | do is about 
you?!" 


Vince gave him a glare of death, and Nikki expected him to start yelling like he always seemed to do these 
days, but instead, he simply scoffed, a scowl still on his face. "Fuck it" he muttered. He gestured to the door. 


"C'mon, we got that interview to do." 


Nikki just turned away and began walking in the opposite direction of where he was supposed to go. "Hey!" Vince 


called, "Sixx! Don't fucking walk away, we have to--" 


"Do your fucking interview yourself!" the bassist snapped, and before Vince could start another rant, he strode 
out the door, slamming it behind him before he stormed down the hallway. His fists were clenched by his 
sides, and once he got outside, he heaved an exasperated sigh as he ran his hands over his face, the tight 


muscles in his shoulders twitching painfully again 


He didn't talk to anyone on the way back to the hotel. He'd originally been planning to go back to Ozzy's hotel 
room after the show, maybe try out one of the things they'd gotten from the store the other day, but he 


just couldn't find it in himself to even pretend to be in the mood. 


As soon as he got back to his room, he laid back on the bed, sighing heavily as he threw his arms over his 
face. His shoulders hurt from his onstage fall, he was pretty sure he'd twisted his ankle a little bit, and on top 
of that, his bandmates didn't even give a shit about him. Not once had any of them asked if he was alright 
after eating shit in front of the huge crowd - hell, all Vince cared about was that stupid fucking interview. And 
he thought Nikki had fallen on purpose. What the fuck? 


He stayed in his hotel room for the night, knowing there was an afterparty downstairs now that the rest of 
his band was done with the fucking interview, but he wasn't in the mood for that either. He just wanted to 
stay here and watch the shitty music videos on TV. And sleep, but when he tried, he found that his back hurt 
too much for him to find any comfortable position. He couldn't stop thinking about his band falling apart, how 
they'd been so close with each other at the beginning of the tour, what the fuck had gone wrong-- 


Just then, he heard the door creak open, and he grunted, not moving from where he was lying. "Fuck off, 
Vince, | don't wanna talk about the fucking interview." he grumbled, but the footsteps only came closer to the 


bed. Before Nikki could say anything else, a voice came from above him. 
"| wasn't plannin' on if." 


Despite everything, Nikki felt a slight smile come to his face as he let his arms fall away from his face. Ozzy 
was standing over him, that trademark half-smile on his face, before he crawled onto the bed beside Nikki. The 
bassist reached for him halfheartedly, still tired and slightly pissed off from his fall and Vince's rant. The 
singer moved so that he was lying half on top of Nikki, wrapping his arms around him, and Nikki couldn't help 
but to smile as his hands came up to hold him tightly as well. 


They stayed like that for a few moments, before Ozzy pulled back and looked down at Nikki with a searching 
gaze. Nikki sighed. 


"02.l'm really..not in the mood tonight, man" he mumbled, his hand coming up to rub his eyes tiredly. 
"I know." Ozzy stated, and Nikki raised an eyebrow. "Sit up." 


Nikki did, wincing as his back twitched painfully again, and before he could start complaining about it, Ozzy's 
hands were on his shoulders, fingers digging into the tight muscles. Nikki groaned, letting his head fall forward 
as the singer's fingers moved against his shoulders, pressing against all the knots that had been hurting all 


night. 


"Bloody hell, mate, how hard did y'fuckin' fall?" Ozzy remarked, and Nikki sighed, shrugging and immediately 
wincing as his shoulder muscles bunched painfully. Ozzy leaned closer to Nikki, his lips brushing the bassist's 
neck when he spoke. "Y'alright, Sixx?" he asked, and Nikki felt that warmth in his chest again. "Y'really fucked up 


out there, eh?" 


If it were anyone else, Nikki would probably get mad, snap at them about how he didn't want to hear any 
remarks, but this was Ozzy. He actually cared enough about Nikki to not only ask if he was alright, but try to 
help him with his fucked up back as well. 


"ll live." Nikki grunted, gritting his teeth as Ozzy's hands kneaded the stiff muscles in his back. He knew it'd get 
better, eventually, he'd just have to deal with the pain before it did. 


And it did get better, after only a few minutes of the singer rubbing his shoulders. Eventually, the tightness 
started to subside, the knots beginning to work out, and Nikki sighed as Ozzy's hands continued to run over his 
shoulders. For some reason, Nikki suddenly felt like he could explain everything to Ozzy, like he could just spill 
what was going on in his head and not get any judgment. He already knew Ozzy wouldn't judge him on anything 
he said. He didn't know what it was - maybe he just wanted to rant about it. 


"Vince thinks | fell onstage on purpose." he began, running his hand over his face. Ozzy was quiet, so the 
bassist kept talking. "| mean, what the fuck? | just--" He sighed heavily. "He wasn't always such a fucking 
asshole. What the fuck happened?" 


Ozzy was silent for a few moments, and Nikki didn't really expect him to respond, but then the singer spoke. 
"Is th' tour." he explained. "He's never done a big tour like this, y'know? Sometimes it goes t someone's head, 
and it looks like that's happening with him. He thinks he's on top o' th'world, ‘cause he's playin’ fer crowds 
bigger than he's ever seen. It happens t a lot of people. I've seen it" 


Well, shit Nikki had always known there was more to Ozzy than what he appeared to be, that the singer was a 
lot smarter than people gave him credit for, but he'd never really experienced it before now. He wasn't sure 


what to say, so Ozzy kept talking. 


"He's a lead singer." he put in "Everyone's payin’ attention thim. So he thinks he's th' greatest, he thinks he's 
th' band, y'know? He's caught up in himself. Y'could try t snap him out of it, or th' rest of th' band could, but 
its really up thim tget out o' it. He's gotta figure it out fer himself, y'know?" 


Nikki breathed out slowly, staring at the wall in front of him as he ran Ozzy's words over in his head. He didn't 
know if Vince would ever get his shit together like Ozzy seemed to think he would. Sure, the singer had more 
experience with this sort of this, having been in bands before and being a lead singer himself, but he was older 
and more mature than Vince. Vince loved to be the center of attention, always wanting the crowd's eyes on 
him at all times and trying to make the show all about himself. Ozzy wasn't like Vince at all, but by the way 


he spoke, maybe he had been at one point, or at least known people like Vince. 


Nikki sighed. His band was a mess right now. He still hadn't completely figured out what to call him and Ozzy, 
although that didn't really bother him as much as it used to. All he knew was, at that moment, he really felt 
that Ozzy gave more of a shit about him than his own bandmates. And there was some part of him that liked 
that, but another part that hurt deep down. 


Chapter Eight 


Author's Notes: 

And another round of band drama! These guys sure do fight a lot, but hey, when you're a bunch of young 
guys on a big tour like this, it's kind of expected. | read that it was this tour that really got Motley Crue 
recognized, so | imagine it must have been quite a dramatic change for them to suddenly be touring with Ozzy 
and getting famous. At least Ozzy and Nikki are getting along-l've been going for the slow build type thing, and 
I'm glad that you guys are enjoying it too! Thank you to everyone who read and reviewed the previous 
chapters! Hope you enjoy :) 


Despite everything in him that didn't want to, Nikki went back to his own band's tour bus the day after he'd 


fallen on stage. 


He wasn't talking much to his bandmates, but at least he was in the same place as they were. He'd still play on 
stage with them every night - hell, he had to -, and he'd always try to make sure to leave all of his offstage 
band shit offstage. The crowds didn't suspect a thing, just as they should. The guys pretended like everything 
was going great between them when they were up there, because when they were on stage, they were 


supposed to be one band, not four people. 


And they were. Or, at least, they were pretty good at pretending to be. Although Vince wasn't really standing 


next to Nikki and sidling up close to his side anymore. 


At least the show that night had gone alright tonight. In the last few songs, he'd managed to get himself so 
hyped that he was running and jumping around stage more than any of the other guys. His energy hadn't 
spread to Vince like it usually did - usually, the guys would feed off each other's energy on stage, but this 
time, the singer hardly seemed like he was into it. He just seemed tired. 


Nikki could sort of understand that. He was sick of Vince too. And lately, there had been the possibility of the 
band getting a record deal from one of the big companies. There was a city they would be in soon where 
apparently, some representatives from a record label would be attending their show and meeting them 
backstage to tell them if they got the deal or not. And Vince hadn't been shutting up about it, telling all of the 
guys, especially Nikki, about how they better not fuck up the deal. 


But he wasn't thinking about that now, for once. He had so much energy from the show, even once they got 
backstage and the crowd was beginning to chant for Ozzy's band. The bassist was buzzing with excessive 
energy as he paced the backstage area, looking for Ozzy. Just the thought of the singer was enough to get 
him half-hard, and he breathed heavily as he searched for the older man. Jesus, why the fuck was he suddenly 
so desperate? Did the show really do this to him? Or was it all Ozzy? 


He finally managed to find Ozzy after a few minutes of searching, and the singer saw him too, beckoning him 


over as soon as their eyes met. His mind hazy with arousal, Nikki made his way to Ozzy, his eyes roaming 


over every inch of the other man's body. Fuck, hed had to wear the leather pants, didn't he? 


"Hey, Sixx." Ozzy began, throwing that half-smile at Nikki, who grinned back before he grabbed the singer and 
crashed their lips together, pushing him against the wall. Ozzy responded immediately, his hands weaving into 
Nikki's hair before trailing down his back. The bassist groaned low in his throat as his hands roamed over 
Ozzy's body, down his sides, his thighs, before his hand finally pressed against the bulge in the front of his 
pants. Ozzy pulled away with a quiet gasp, biting his lip and smirking up at Nikki. "Y'want somethin?" 


Fucking hell, he did. In such a short amount of time, Ozzy had gotten him so worked up that he could hardly 
even think straight, but the rational part of his mind knew that they didn't have much time. It was maybe 
fifteen minutes to Ozzy's show, not enough time for them to do much of anything, but Nikki was so wound up, 
and--oh. Wait. A sinister grin spread across his face as he threw Ozzy a smirk of his own before he spoke. 


"Can | suck you off before you go on stage?" 
Ozzy's eyes darkened immediately, and Nikki heard his quiet, sharp intake of breath. "Bloody Christ, Sixx, when 
y'say shit like that, how th' fuck am | s'posed tgo on stage now?" 


Nikki smirked. "You don't” He ran his hands down Ozzy's sides and watched his face, the singer's half-lidded 
eyes, hazy with arousal, following his every movement. "You're supposed to let me take care of this before 
you go out there." One of his hands slipped down to grab Ozzy through his pants, and the older man hissed, 
biting his lip as he smirked up at Nikki. 


"Ya've really gotten good at that." Ozzy remarked. "| hardly even had t teach ve 


‘Oh, you've taught me a lot." Nikki put in with a sly grin, before he suddenly dropped to his knees, and Ozzy 
stared down at him with heavy-lidded eyes, his breathing already heavier. 


As soon as Nikki had gotten down on the floor, sliding his hands up Ozzy's thighs, he remembered what the 
singer had said to him on the first night they'd fucked. "Uh, |--" he began, chuckling as he looked up at Ozzy. 
Despite the obvious arousal on his face, he was still wearing that half-smile he always seemed to have. "I'm 


not--really sure what to do. You said | was bad at this." 


"Yeah, y' are pretty fuckin’ bad at it" Ozzy remarked with a chuckle. "But y'don't have t be. Jus' do what y'like 
with yerself. Think about that, 's'not that difficult” 


Well, when he put it that way, it detinitely didn't sound too hard And he'd tried on the first night..sure, Ozzy had 
told him he was bad at it, but at least he'd had a vague idea of what to do. 


With a sudden rush of confidence that went straight to his dick, Nikki yanked Ozzy's leather pants down and 


swallowed the singer's cock. 


Somehow, it was different than last time. There was still the sharp intake of breath and the growled "Fuck, 


Sixx!", but he had a better idea of what to do now. He'd just gone for it last time, and he was still sort of "just 
going for it" now, but he was actually thinking about how he was going to make this good for Ozzy. The singer 
had done this to him so many times, if the bassist just thought about what he liked.. 


"Yeah, jus' like that." Nikki heard Ozzy murmur once he started sucking in earnest, running his tongue over the 
vein on the underside of the singer's cock. Ozzy's hands were fisted in his hair, not pulling too hard or forcing 
his head down like Nikki admittedly liked to do to both Ozzy and groupies, simply running his fingers through 
the strands. "Fuck.keep doin’ that, Sixx.fuck-—!" 


Nikki could tell Ozzy was getting close, by the way his breathing was getting heavier, shakier, and the way his 
thighs were tensing. The bassist began bobbing his head faster, one hand gripping one of Ozzy's thighs while 
the other hand moved to cup the singer's balls. Nikki was painfully hard in his own pants, but he forced 
himself to ignore it, focused on getting Ozzy off. 


"Sixx." he gasped, his hands tightening in Nikki's hair. "Fuck.l-l--" 


With a loud groan, the singer came, filling Nikki's mouth with his hot load. The bassist pulled back as soon as it 


was over, staring up at Ozzy. Panting, the older man smirked down at Nikki and gasped out a response. 


"Yidon't have t." He didn't get a chance to finish, his words trailing off as Nikki looked him directly in the eyes 


and swallowed the singer's cum. Ozzy's eyes darkened and he grinned, letting out a shaky sigh. "Fuck, Six." 


Nikki was just about to stand up, as Ozzy was pulling his pants back up, when suddenly, as luck would have it, 
Jake rounded the corner with his guitar in one hand. "Oz, do you have th--" 


He stopped dead in his tracks at the sight before him - Nikki still on his knees in front of Ozzy, whose face 
was flushed and eyes still dark with arousal, his pants not completely up yet. Jake blinked, his expression 
dumbfounded as he stared at the two men with his mouth still hanging open. His eyes were completely blank 
and stunned, like lightning had struck right in front of him. Finally, he spoke, his eyes narrowing in a mixture of 


what looked like annoyance and disbelief. 
"Really, 02?" he muttered, gesturing to Nikki. "With him?" 


Nikki heaved an exasperated sigh. "Fuck off, man--" he began, starting to stand up, but Ozzy just put his hand 
on the bassist's shoulder and looked down at him. 


"Sixx, take it easy." he told him, before he turned to Jake. "Time fer th' show, right?" 
"Yeah." Jake grumbled, still staring at Nikki with narrowed eyes. "If you're, uh--done here." 
That's when Ozzy grabbed Nikki's arm and pulled him off the floor, and before the bassist could even react, 


the singer had crashed their lips together, this time shoving Nikki against the wall. Nikki hardly even had time 


to kiss him back before it was over, Ozzy smirking at him and licking his lips. "Y'taste like me." he remarked, 


and Nikki just stared at him with a stunned look, before he laughed, because it was all he could do. 


Ozzy turned to Jake, who was just gaping at them with that same stunned expression from before, before the 
guitarist sighed heavily and turned to walk away. Nikki just rolled his eyes and shook his head before he looked 
back at Ozzy, and before he could say anything else, the singer pulled him down and kissed him again. Once 
they separated, Ozzy just threw him a sly grin 


"Now itll be a good show." 


Maybe it was, and maybe Nikki's show earlier had been good, but the next few days, everything just seemed 
to go downhill. He was hardly talking to Vince at all, and even if he wasn't arguing with his other bandmates, 
they were too wrapped up in their own issues to really notice what was happening with their singer and 
bassist. Eventually, it got to a point where Nikki was getting drunk and high before shows so he wouldn't have 
ło deal with Vince's bullshit, or worry about the state of his band. Which was really just making everything 


worse. 


And of course, with Nikki's luck, the day they were supposed to get their new record deal was the day the 
bassist drank and shot up so much that he spent the last few songs of the set lying flat on his back on the 
stage. Vince had tried to make jokes, making remarks about this not being the first time Nikki's been on his 
back, things like that, but his expression was getting more and more furious the longer it went on. By the end 
of the show, Nikki was fucking up songs left and right, coming in at the wrong time or sometimes not even 
coming in at all until Vince would storm over and kick him in the side. The singer didn't even get a chance to 
really let Nikki have it once they were backstage, since the bassist almost immediately passed out in the 
hallway and had to be dragged back to his dressing room. 


Needless to say, they didn't end up getting the record deal. The representatives from the company had left 
before the guys even got backstage, telling their crew members that they just “didn't feel like they would fit 
into the image of the label’. Which was pretty much just code for "this band is a group of sleazy losers who 
can barely even stand up to play, why the fuck should they get a real record deal when they can hardly play 
a show without being wasted’. And Vince was pissed. At everyone, really, but mostly Nikki. 


But he wasn't showing it. He kept it inside for a couple days, silently seething and only glaring at Nikki whenever 
the bassist would appear. And Nikki was tired of it. He was just so tired of his band falling apart. 


So when a few days had passed, and they were at one of their afterparties, Nikki decided to do something 
about it when Vince had gotten unnecessarily angry after the bassist had accidentally run into him. Vince had 
been carrying a drink, one he hadn't even spilled when Nikki had bumped into him, but he still heaved an 


exasperated sigh and threw it down as soon as he saw that it was Nikki who'd run into him. 
And Nikki was fed up. 


"Dude, what the fuck is your problem?" he asked, and Vince glared up at him, crossing his arms over his 


chest. 


"My problem?!" he snapped, finally letting out all the fury he'd been keeping inside for the past couple days. 
"You're the one who made us lose the fucking record deall Because you had to get so wasted you couldn't even 


stand up for half the fucking night!" 


Oh, finally. He'd been waiting for Vince's inevitable temper tantrum regarding the show that had apparently 


made them lose the record deal. And he'd been ready to tell him exactly where he could shove his record deal. 


But he was so sick of Vince at this point. So he just turned away, muttered "Fuck off, Vince." under his breath 


before he started to leave. 


Vince wasn't having that this time. He grabbed Nikki's shoulder and whirled him around, getting right in his 
face. "Don't fucking walk away from me, Sixx!" he shouted. "Your drunk ass made us lose the fucking record 


deal!" 


"Oh, of course you had no part in that." Nikki put in, glaring down at Vince. "It was all my fucking fault that you 
lost the record deall Because you're the only one who fucking matters, and you didn't do anything wrong! Give 
me a fucking break, Vince! You've been acting like a fucking asshole for the past few months and l'm fucking 
sick of your bullshit! Didn't even give a shit when | ate shit on stage in front of everyonel | doubt you'd give a 
shit if somethin’ worse happened to one of the other guys, because it wasnt youl 


Vince scowled, standing up on his toes to get right in Nikki's face. "Do you even know what kinda shit I've had 
to put up with on this tour?!" he yelled. "You're not the lead singer that everyone is looking at, if you fuck up 
no one notices! But if | fuck up, the whole crowd can telll And that didn't used to be such a big deal before 

this goddamn tour with crowds of fucking fifty thousand people! But you're not thinking about what l'm doing, 


because you only give a shit about yourself!" 


"Why do you always have to make everything about yourself?!" Nikki seethed, and Vince glared right back at 


him. 


" Youre making it all about yourself!" he shouted. "You're the one making such a huge fucking deal about how | 
didn't pay enough attention to you when you fell on your ass on stage!" He said the last part of the sentence 
in a mocking tone, crossing his arms over his chest. "Have you ever thought that maybe the whole world 


doesn't fucking revolve around you?!" 


"lim not making a ‘huge fucking deal out of ił, I'm just saying itd be nice to know my own fucking bandmates 
gave two shits about mel" Nikki snapped, suddenly aware of half the room's eyes on him and Vince. Most of 
the other people at the afterparty had gone quiet, muttering amongst themselves - even Tommy and Mick 
were watching from across the room, Tommy's expression twisted in uncertainty while Mick simply stared at 


them blankly. 


"Well, sometimes | think it'd be nice to have my bass player give a shit about his bandmates too, and not be so 


goddamn far up his own ass!" Vince countered, putting emphasis on "my bass player" because he knew Nikki 


hated being called that. "You coulda gone one fucking night without getting too wasted to stand so that we could 
get the record deal we've all been wanting! But you had to ruin it for yourself and the rest of us!" 


"So why don't you just fucking throw me out then?!" Nikki yelled. At that point, all rational thought had pretty 
much left his mind, and he wasn't even thinking about what he was saying anymore. "How about you kick me 
out of the fucking band if I'm ruining it?! Or how about | make your life easier and just fucking quit so you 
don't have to do anything?!" 


That's when Vince finally seemed to snap, more than he already had, as he stepped forward and roughly 
shoved Nikki. Nikki stumbled back a few steps, before he narrowed his eyes and shoved Vince right back, 
harder. The singer staggered backward, directly into a table, and he would have fallen if he hadn't grabbed onto 
the edge at the last second. He stared at Nikki for a few seconds, his expression a mix of shock and fury, 


before he lunged forward and grabbed the front of the bassist's shirt, and all hell broke loose. 
"Guys, c'mon!" Tommy shouted from across the room. "Don't fight over this! Just--" 


"No, let ‘em get it out of their systems." Mick put in from where he was standing next to him, simply 
watching Vince and Nikki with his arms crossed over his chest. Tommy reluctantly moved to stand next to 
him, some part of him wanting to jump in and stop his bandmates from fighting, while the other part knew 
that Mick was right. This had been building up for a while - it was only a matter of time before everything 
exploded. 


Nikki shoved Vince down, and the singer kept his hold on the bassist's shirt, yanking him down as well. Scowling, 
Vince clawed and swatted at anywhere he could reach, while Nikki managed to land a few punches to Vince's 
face before the other man threw him off. He shoved Nikki away before lunging forward again, punching and 
slapping him in the face wildly, before Nikki grabbed him by the neck and slammed him down on the floor. Vince 
wheezed, slamming his hands against Nikki's face as Nikki wrapped his hands around the singer's neck, bashing 
his head against the floor at the same time his grip tightened. 


That was the moment he suddenly felt two hands grab the back of his shirt and wrench him away from Vince, 
and he was abruptly shoved to the floor, flat on his stomach with a boot pressing against his back. He had 
just enough time to catch sight of Ozzy grabbing the front of Vince's shirt and yanking him forward, and 
that's when he realized that it was Ozzy who had thrown and pinned him down 


When Ozzy spoke, his voice was low and dangerous, a tone Nikki had never heard before and one that sent a 


fearful shudder down his spine. "No fuckin’ fighting on my tour." 
Vince made an indignant sound and gestured to Nikki. "But he--!" 
Ozzy smacked him. 


Not very hard, but hard enough to make a sound, a loud slap that rang out and made Vince's head whip to the 
side. A few moments passed before Vince slowly turned back to give Ozzy an incredulous stare. He didn't get a 


chance to say anything before Ozzy spoke again, addressing both of them still. 


"What th' fuck's wrong with both of ya?!" he shouted, and Nikki felt his face burn from embarrassment. 
Sometimes he forgot that Ozzy was basically the boss of this tour, and occasionally, he'd have to run it that 
way. Like now. And now Nikki had pissed off the boss. "Yer not goddamn children, and yer fightin’ like y' fuckin 
are! Grow the fuck up! What are y' even fuckin’ fightin’ over?! Eh?!" 


Vince answered, of course. "Sixx made us lose the record deal" he muttered, his voice not angry anymore, but 


a slight note of fear in his tone. Nikki was glad he wasn't the only one afraid of Ozzy right now. 


"Alright, he made y' lose the record deal." Ozzy repeated, before he turned to stare down at Nikki. "Sixx, what 
happened?" 


He wanted his side of the story now, Nikki guessed. "His fucking ego," the bassist began, narrowing his eyes and 
glaring up at Vince. "has been the biggest thing in the fucking room for the past," How long had Vince been 
acting ike an arrogant prick? "few months, really. And | can't fucking stand him sometimes, and now he's blaming 
me for the fucking record deal shit, when he doesn't even give a shit about the rest of his band." Some of 
that hadn't made sense, everything he was mad about blurring together and spilling out all at once. 


"Right" Ozzy muttered, before his grip tightened on Vince's shirt and his boot dug sharply into Nikki's back. "So 
that's what yer fightin’ over? Thats th' reason yer tryin’ + fuckin kill each other out here? ‘Cause Sixx made 


y lose some record deal?" 


Well, shit Now that neither of them were angry anymore, and Ozzy had spelled it out like that, it seemed to 
hit both of them at the same time. Still, Vince had to get the last word in. 


"He made us lose the fucking record deall" he screeched, as if he were pointing out how it was so heinous that 
he had to beat the hell out of his bass player over it, and Ozzy gave him a glare of death that even scared 
Nikki. 


"| don't fuckin’ care!" Ozzy yelled, in that dangerous voice again that sent another bolt of fear through Nikki. "Y 
don't fuckin’ fight on my tour, especially not over shit like this! Is this shit gonna fuckin’ matter in a week?!" 
Vince looked down and muttered something under his breath before he shook his head. "Right. It doesn't fuckin’ 


matter if y' lost this deal, ‘cause yer always gonna be able + get another!" 


He turned to Nikki. "And y' didn't have t fuckin' beat th' shit outta him jus' ‘cause he was bein’ an arsehole. 

Yer fuckin’ sinkin! down t his level then! Yer both at a level y' shouldn't be at! Yer grown fuckin’ men, start 

actin’ like it! I'm sick of yer fuckin’ egos! Yer both actin’ like goddamn children over nothin’, and if y' keep this 
shit up, | will kick y' off the tour and get some other band t open" 


Nikki felt his blood run cold, and as he stared up at Vince, his singer choked and sputtered as he wildly looked 
around the room, seemingly trying to pull words out of thin air. Ozzy turned back to him to give him a stare 


with narrowed eyes, and Vince looked away, mumbling to himself as he avoided the other singer's gaze. Ozzy 


just stared at him for a moment before letting go of his shirt, pushing him away, and Vince immediately 


scurried off, muttering under his breath. 


Once Vince was gone, Ozzy finally took his foot off Nikki's back and knelt down beside him. Nikki slowly pushed 
himself into a kneeling position, wiping some of the blood off his face that had dripped from his nose. Ozzy's 
hand landed on his arm and he wanted to shrink back, but he couldn't even do that, instead staring down at the 


floor with no expression, even as more blood dripped from his face. 
Ozzy spoke first. "Sixx--" 


lm not really quitting.” Nikki cut in, his voice monotone as he continued to look down at the floor. Words kept 
spilling from him, even as his voice trembled slightly. "I just said that to piss Vince off. I'm not really gonna 


quit. | wouldn't do that. | couldn't--" 


"I know yer not." Ozzy put in, his hand sliding up Nikki's arm to rest on his shoulder instead. "And | wouldn't 
really kick y' off th’ tour." 


Now Nikki actually looked up, though he didn't turn to Ozzy yet. "You wouldn't?" he mumbled, before he heaved 
a sigh. "Why not?" 


"Bcause that wouldn't fix anythin." Ozzy stated. "If | kicked y' off th' tour, yer band would still be goin’ tshit. 
Might make it worse, really. And | don't wanna see that happen t'ya" 


"Why do you give a shit about what happens to my band?" Nikki asked, the words coming out harsher than 
he'd intended, though they lacked any real venom. 


‘Ive seen shit like this happen t a lot o' bands." Ozzy explained. "Espec'lly in the beginnin'. Yave only been a 
band fer a few years. When yer on a tour like this, it goes to yer head. | told y' about that. Why Vince has 
been actin’ like an arsehole. And yer doin’ th' same thing now. Y'really are actin’ like a couple o' children, but 


I've seen it happen a lot before. Y'either get the fuck over it, or y'don't. And y'both gotta figure that one out 


now. 


Nikki breathed out slowly, staring down at the floor as he took in the words, before he spoke, his voice a 


defeated mutter. "So | guess you're gonna make me go back to my own tour bus, right?" 


"I told y', avoidin' it doesn't make it go away." Ozzy told him. "Y' don't have t talk thim again tonight. Y don't 


have tsay anythin’ thim. But bein’ in th' same place as him means yer not sinkin! down this level." 
"| already did" Nikki muttered, remembering what the singer had said only minutes ago. 


"Yeah, but y'don't have t'go back there again" Ozzy put in, and Nikki shrugged. "Jus' go back and don't act like a 
fuckin' kid. Don't ruin it more than y‘have." 


Nikki couldn't even be mad at Ozzy's bluntness anymore. Because he was right. 


The bassist sighed, before he moved to stand up, Ozzy keeping a hand on his shoulder to steady him. Despite 
everything, Nikki could still tell that the singer cared about him. He just had to take charge sometimes - he 
was the boss of this tour, after all. And he also didn't want to see Motley Crue fall apart.. 


Alright, Nikki thought. Ozzy's night He'd go back to his band's tour bus, as much as he didn't want to. The 
possibility of even seeing Vince was turning his stomach. No, he'd be the bigger person here. Vince had been 


the one who'd started the fight earlier, after all. 


Fuck, Ozzy was right. They were acting lke children They were grown fucking men and they were fighting lke five 
year olds. Ozzy should kick them off the four. 


When Nikki got back to his tour bus, Vince was nowhere to be found, and once he stepped into the bunk area, 
he knew the singer had already gone into his own bunk. There were empty beer cans everywhere, and he could 
hear the clinking of cans shifting against each other from inside Vince's bunk as well. The bassist stared at the 
curtain pulled tight across the bunk for a moment before he heaved a sigh and climbed into his bunk, setting 
his arms behind his head and staring out the window. 


Neither of them spoke or even saw each other for the rest of the night. Even when the bus started moving, 
and Nikki could hear his other bandmates retiring to their bunks as well, none of them said a word. Even when 
Nikki was about to fall asleep and he could have sworn he heard quiet crying coming from Vince's bunk - he 


didn't say anything. 


